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stations like to be high. Broadcast engineers understand this idea, and they've 
WN devised many catchy aphorisms to convey it. Most of these phrases 
refer to the male anatomy, and are therefore banned by the FCC. But 
one such phrase that passes FCC muster is, "Height is Might," meaning 
that the height of an F'M station's antenna is the most important consid- 
eration when determining the range of that station's 


signal. WFMU was lucky to have had engineers in 
1962 who understood this idea, and snagged us a 
transmitter site high atop the Watchung Ridge in 


West Orange, New Jersey— the same ridge from 
which George Washington surveyed British troop 
O f movements during the revolutionary war. From this vantage point, George 
could see most of New York City and much of New Jersey, and he would spend 
days camped out on the ridge, hurling water balloons at the Redcoats with one 


a hy Q hand and plotting their movements with the other. state continues on page 31 
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Terry Jacks® 
the hello people are just like ev ery- things we fear or 
one else only more so in fact they dont understand 
are so much like all of us that they from getting too 
feel the same things we feel only close the hello ~ 
twice as hard people though reach . 
you say thats silly that no one can out to all life 
feel your pain more than youor you see the very word 
laugh half as heartily when the seed hello is a key to many 
you planted becomes a flower well doors it means say 
my friend theres the crux hello back to me and lets see 
most of us know only what happens next obviously if you in fact you might even find 
what touches us and try this enough times you are going out you are alive 


we try hard as we ca to have some pretty 


to keep those now the hello people are 


interesting experiences 
totally convinced theyre alive 


whats more theyre convinced 
youre alive or at least that 
you ought to be whats 
totally amazing however 
is that none of them finds 
what he may have experi- 
enced to be unique they each 
take it for granted that you must 
have felt the same things only 
they realize you may not like to 
talk about them 


thats what this Ip is all about to 

articulate some very personal 

experience that may have almost 
universal applications to sing 
about life and love and hopes and 

dreams and sadness and disap- 

pointment and sometimes a child 
smiles through a window although 
outside its raining 


*Terry Jacks was the author of 
“Seasons in the Sun” and other 
cultural anomalies 


Rock Star Belief System Mix & Match 


HAS to wretched excess— Match The Music Maker With His or Her Belief 


or perhaps to try and balance 


wretched excess — rock stars System or Beloved Relig i0us F ig urehead: 


swallow the party line toa A. Bob Dylan 
degree normal folks would B. Cat Stevens 


deem excessive. They've been ip ey 
doing se teazears. D. Chick Corea 
We present a round-up of 
the worst offenders and 
challenge you to... 


E. Seals & Crofts 

F. Dionne Warwick 

G. Steven Tyler 

H. Tina Turner 

I. Ted Nugent 

J. Huey “Piano” Smith 
K. Mike Love 

L. Richard Thompson 
M. Freddy Mercury 


© bwe 1994 


Speaking to an electronics industry 
trade association,Vice President Al Gore 


said that the nation’s electronic 

superhighway would bear little 
resemblance to the Interstate Highway 
Sysem of today. “You won't be able to 


pull over and take a leak,” 
the Vice President remarked. 

Gore explained that the rest stops 
on the fiberoptic superhighway would 
not have plumbing, or vending machines 
selling inexplicble plastic novelty items. 

“There wouldn't be enough 
bandwidth,” but Gore went on to 
describe a 
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Euro Funnies 


(or, proof that europeans are just as tacky as we are, but have better looking architecture to disguise it with.) 


1/You' Name It 


2. NRA 

3. Sufism 

4. Transcendental Meditation 
5. Buddhism 


6. Zoroastrianism 

7. Scientology 

8. Psychic Friends Network 

9. Islam 

10. Jehovah’s Witnesses 

11. Meher Baba 

12. Aleoholics Anonymous 

13. Operation Rescue 

“OW £1 bY Of 21 SH Z19'34'c 19 ZE119 69 ‘IV ‘SHIMSNV 


° The Lillichammer Olympic Organising commitee 
in Norway trained its employees with SmileHolders™ 
to promote a more upbeat vibe during the games. A 
SmileHolder™ is a device that fastens onto the wearers 


head, with clips that grasp the corners of the mouth; it can 
be adjusted by pulling a strap, to go from a faint smirk to 
a manic, toothy grin. 


¢ A Dutch TV game show, A Matter of Life 
and Death, allows the studio audience to vote for 
which of two patients is worthier of treatment under 
Holland’s rationed healthcare system. While producers 
announce that only doctors make the REAL decisions, 
patients appear on the show in hopes that a favorable 


audience reaction will persuade Health Authorities in 


their favor. On a recent segment reported by Reuters 
News Service, two cancer patients vied to see which 
is more deserving of an expensive drug. 


1. Ed Wood, Jr. 
2.. Raymond Burr 7. Laurence Olivier 
3.J Edgar Hoover 8. Joe DeRita 

4. Tony Curtis 9. Milton Berle 

5. Jack Benny 10. Dan Rather 


6. Danny Kaye 
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The High Cost of Free Speech 


32) 


ist amendment pet peeves compiled by kf 


Although its language fines are smaller than the 
FCC's, the State of Florida knows a good thing when it 
sees it. State prosecutors have fined 24 year old Mike 
Diana $3,000 over the contents of his low budget zine 
Boiled Angel. Florida detectives stumbled onto 
Boiled Angel in 1991 when they were searching for 
the killer of five students at the University of Florida. 
Diana’s zine focuses on stories and cartoons about 
murder, cannablism and related topics. Detectives 
questioned Diana and quickly ruled him out as a sus- 
pect, but something about the perverse little rag 
rubbed them the wrong way. Maybe it was the latest 


issue’s feature on serial killer Ottis Toole, who 
defended the taste of human flesh (“If you ain’t tried 
it, don't be saying it’s nasty.”) and gave out his recipe 
for “Barbeque Boy Sauce.” Detectives threatened to 
arrest Diana on the spot for the zine, but opted for 
three misdemeanor charges of printing, distributing 
and advertising “lewd and obscene material.” The 
Comic Book Legal Defense Fund has raced to Diana’s 
side, providing an attorney to defend him against a 
zealous state prosecutor who is trying to tack three 
years in prison to Diana’s punishment. 


Tuesdays from 6-7 pm 


national fascist organizations and their influ- 
ence on American intelligence and military 


WFMU is pleased to run the programs and 
lectures of Dave Emory on a semi-regular 
basis on the Visionary of the Week program. 
Dave Emory is a political researcher and 
broadcaster on KFJC in Los Altos Hills, Ca. He 
4 specializes in the connections between inter- 


institutions. Tune in for an earful on mind 
control, propaganda, AIDS, the Knights of 
Malta, the resurgence of nationalist fascism 
the world over and way too much more. 


The recent wave of FCC language fines that we 
listed in the last issue of LCD has been tem- 
pered somewhat by the resignation of Bush's 
language-czar, Alfred Sikes. While serving as 
interim FCC chief, James Quello acknowledged 
that the FCC’s fines for speech infractions were 
getting a little out of hand. But soon Quello was 
demoted back to mere commissioner, and 
Clinton’s own language maven, Reed Hundt, was 
in place. 


While the FCC fines stations $25,000 for utter- 
ing phrases like “Sit on my face,” (see LCD 14) 
they (and most people) will sincerely assert that 
American broadcasters do enjoy first amend- 
ment rights. But at least one federal judge was 
honest about it. Last Spring, when the National 
Association of Broadcasters sued the FCC for 
language restrictions, saying they were uncosti- 
tutional, Washington DC federal judge Royce 
Lambert rejected the suit, declaring 
“Broadcasters serve at the pleasure of the public 
interest and do not have full First Amendment 
rights.” Translated, this means that the FCC’s 
language policies are constitutional as long as 
the constitution applys to cable operators and 
print journalists, but not broadcasters. 


FCC Funnies continues on page 41 
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MORE LineErR Notes... 
Bryonp THe Vattey of rhe Dotts 
is A Fitm about youth 
today. Its the story of 


three young girls 
who are the heart 
and soul of a 
rock group. Life 
was sweet, 
man, but 
there had to 
be more. The 
whole world 
was out 
there, just 
waiting, and 
the beat inside & 
pushed them to 
where it’s happen- 
ing. They got hooked 
on anon-stop merry-go- 
round where the only ticket 
you need is success. Be a winner, man, 
or forget it 

When they made that first party, it was 
like too late. The whole thing was 
movin’, reaching out, and they dug it 
Whites, yellows and reds were more than 
just colors. They were it. The magic dream 
pills 

The chicks were wild and groovy, the 
studs cool and cruel. The eyes so warm, 


Date Sel 
lor Artist 


— by Bronwyn C — 


Internationally- 
renowned "Outsider 
Artist” JOHN WAYNE 
Gacy, whose recent 
works sold for thou- 
sands of dollars at a 
New York celebrity 
auction in December 
and who is the suject 
of an article in the 
current issue of World 
Art magazine, has 
been sentanced to die 
in Illinois on May 10. 
Gacy, who has been 
incarcerated since 
1978, attributes much of 


painter to the televised 


art lessons of Bos Ross*. Prior to his imprisonment, Gacy was a 
performance artist whose best known and most misunderstood 
work “31 bodies in a Crawlspace” was directly responsible for his 


murder conviction. 


BEYOND THE 
VALLEY OF 
thr DoLLs 


wherin Russ Myers 
writes of himself 
in the third person 


* 1 is absolutely true that TV art instructor Bob Ross (inset in 
4 balloon) was cited by John Wayne Gacy (above self-portrait) 
his development as a as an important influence in his development as an artist, 


the smiles so friendly, but 


watch the teeth, they bite 
deep 


Time was dead . . 
Saskia Ricoh a to Reception technique #312 


drag and what's 
up front is too 
heavy. Do it 
now, man, it 
might be the 
last chance 
you get 

Faces. So 
many faces 
Calling, beg 
ging, help me, 
love me, save me 
Don't listen. If you 
hear them, you've 
had it 
Open your mouth. Wider 

Here. Taste 
Life, man. Life. Like it? Hell no. Tough 
It’s a one-way trip, all the way down 

It’s all here. Love, rape, murder, sex, 
dope, grass, abortion, suicide 
Something for everybody. Hold it, man, 
don’t close your mind. This is what living | 
is all about i 
LINER NOTES Continued 
on page 33 


Congress’ alld en’ 
to Public Radig &,TV ....... 4 
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ARY 14,1779, KEALAKEKUA BAY IN THE HAWANAN ISLANDS, 
< FEGRUARY.E WEREN'T GOING SO WELL FOR CAPTAIN COOK... 


L Don'T THINK 
THEY THINK 


eects ase Se — ae = , 
On us FIRST TRIP To THE ISLANDS, NATIVES TOOK COOK To BE LOWE, A GOD OF 
PEACE AND LIGHT. COOK'S CREW SOON WORE OUT THEIR WELCOME WITH THEIR 
RAVENOUS CONSUMPTION OF ISLAND CROPS. THE NATIVES DID WOT WELCOME Coox's 
RETURN TRIP... THUS ENDED THE FIRST CHAPTER OF EUROPEAA INFLUENCE ta/ 
HAWAII, BUT OUT OF THE TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS OF COLONIZATION, OME HAPPY 


HYBRID DID EMERGE---. ft 
7 | E. «2 WHICH MEANS 
“LEAPING FLEA” 


(Al HAWANAN.! IT WAS 
DERIVED FROM THE VIRTUALLY 
IDENTICAL “MACHETE DA BROGA” 
BROUGHT TO HAWwaAN BY PoRTU- 
GUESE SAILORS IN THE 1870S.’ 


Bue UKE REMAINED 
RELATIVELY UNKNOWN UNTIL 
AFTER THE TURAN OF THE 
CENTURY ..-1N (916 es : w CLIFF 
LYIONKHEALY IN CHICAGO 3 UKELELE IKE" 
WERE ADVERTISING UKELELES, EDWARDS 
CALUNG THEM, “ THE 

FAVORITE OF COLLEGE 

MEN ANO WOMEN EVERY- >I 


WHERE -.- THE MOST 
POPULAR INSTRUMENT 
OF THE DAY" .’ 5 


ARTHUR | *® \ 

\ 
GODFREY PAX 
obec AY 


re 


WHAT WILL THE 
FYETUVRE 
HOLD FORTHE _ 
UKELELE P 
Who witt BE THE 
NEKT GENWS OF THE 


UKE? OWLY TIME 
WHL TELL... 


WINTER RELEASES 
GEORGE CARTWRIGHT “Dot” (Cuneiform Rune 57) [CD] 


Sax' ist/composer Cartwright is best known as the leader 
of Curlew. On his first solo release he works with Samm Bennett, 
Sue Garner, Chris Cochrane, Myra Melford and others. “Cartwright’s 

songs tap into some quintessential American soul ~-Boston Rock 


HELDON “IV : Agneta Nilsson” (Cuneiform Rune 60) [CD] 


RICHARD PINHAS “Rhizosphere / Live Paris, 1982" 
(Cuneiform Rune 61) [CD] 
The latest in our exhaustive series reissuing the legendary 
work of Heldon/Richard Pinhas IV moves between slow drones and 


full-out electronic assaults. Rhizosphere was his 2nd solo effort 
This CD adds 3S’ of unreleased live music featuring Pinhas and band. 


VIRGIL MOOREFIELD “Distractions On The Way To 
The King’s Party (Cuneiform Rune 56) [CD 
Composer/drummer Moorefield has previously played with Glenn 
Branca and Swans. Brilliantly written instrumental rock, 
scored for a nine piece band of 3 quitars, 2 saxes, trumpet, 
trombone, bass and drums. ~.maintains a forward drive, 
variety and also a sharp wit."- ww Y ti 


A free CD sampler with 78° of music by many of our 
artists is available. Send $2.00 for postage/Nandling 


plea 


F 
=: 


“see 


: 


P.O. BOX 8427 
SILVER SPRING, MD. 20907 


f you are unable to find these or our previous releases 
in stores, please write for mail-order information 
Our releases are available at Tower & other stores 

Stores: Write for our direct wholesale prices 


US BRIGHT Yous GO FOR IT ALLSTERS HAVE MORE OPTIINS IN 
ONEY MAN. EMENT 


THAN EVER BEFORE ’,.FAR MORE THAN YOUR PARENTS 
WITH THEIR SAD LITTLE SINGLE FAMILY HOUSE, TWO 
PATHETIC CARS, MEASLY IBM SHARES... 


WOLD THEY KNOW TO FIND A CASH MACHINE IF THEY UNUKE You OR IT, THEYLL NEVER EXPERIENCE THE 
RAN OUT OF MONEY AT 2 4.M, IN THE VILLAGE? | HEADY THRILL OF CLOSING AN 1.R.A TO MAKE RENT. 


WO! THEY'D BE HOME ASLEEP IN MORRIS TOWNSHIP! ICTHEY, UNLIKE WE OF THE ANT! OXIDANT AEROBIC 
BRAN ERD, ACTUALLY GROW OLDER.) 


OAT 


COULD THEY IN THEIR WILDEST DREAMS SHARE 
THE EXGTING FINANCIAL LIFESTYLE you TAKE FOR GRANTED! 
Y'KNOW, ELIZABETH, NOW THOT 
THE MORTGAGE I$ PAID OFF, 
LET’S MOVE INTO SMALL 
APARTMENTS WITH ROOMATES 
AND ORDER ouT MEDIOCRE 
CHINESE FOOD ===> 
A LOT... 


VITAL MUSIC RECORDS 


“©4-3-2-1 PAK!” 


RS 


VMS-5 REVERB MOTHERFUCK 
VMS-6 THE MR. T EXPERIENCE 
VMS-12 IRON PROSTATE 
VMS-22 LUNACHICKS 


ALL RECORDS ARE REPRESSES ON CLEAR VINYL 


& 


How it works: Buy one record for $4, 
get the second record for $3, get the 
third record for $2, get the fourth record 

__for$1, OR $10 for all four!* 


“ORDER ALL 4 AND RECEIVE LETCH PATROL 7 FREE 


ALL PRICES POSTPAID (OVERSEAS SURFACE MAIL 


_ 


ITAL MUSIC RECORDS PO BOX 20247 NYC, NY 10028-0052 (212) 691-404 


NO! FOR ONE THING,THEY'RE HELD BACK BY 
HIDEBOUND OLP VIEWS A480uUT MONEY. 


AND SADLY, THEY %L NEVER KNOW TODAY'S 
RICH NETWORK OF FINANCIOL SERVICES 
WHICH ORE AS CLOSE AS THE TELEPHONE! 


The Found Letters column has been government admits that they performed _ in this column... Got any intercepted or found 
vindicated. For years, we've published letters numerous radiation “experiments” on letters? Proof of federal brain implants not 
alleging microwave harassment, brain unsuspecting citizens. It’s this thin line necessary. Send em to: WFMU Found Letters, 
implants and more. And now the U.S. _ between kookdom and reality that we explore Upsala College, E.Orange, NJ 07019. 


2. 


have the slightest hint of curiosity or feeling 
of apprehension, you need to contact Neal 
A.S.A.P. 


Sincerely, 
John Geesen 
Missoula, MT 


Excerpt.from "VOLCANO - A scientific study 
the Kennedy, King and Malcolm X 
ssinations," a self published book by David 
othman, which arrived mysteriously in our 
box one morning. 


n the morning of 3/5/92 I was on the 7 
train to NYC from 61st St in Woodside, 
Queens. I usually take the local all 
into midtown, but today I took it one 
nd caught the express, because I 
it would go faster. It didn’t. 


gs. FO rty Fy dave late . i 
be the start of Armageddon. — 
Sse , include a nuclear exchange, and 
08 pm that evening, @ gas striking the earth, earthquakes, and! 
exploded in Edison, NJ, creatinga the shifting of the earth's cr 
ball that was visible for 100 miles. anticipated by Albert Einstein. (The Unite 
osion vaporized eight apartment States will move about 2,000 miles son 
gs, melted cars and caused 1,500 a matter of 4to5 days.) ] { immediately the train stopped 
Slee. It left a crater 60 feet deep This is not "the end of the wor _ je conductor said that there was a 


feet wide. The following morning, ae rite Train ahead and we would proceed 
PMU ttoor cated uo fo ak uated by he count crt BAAS Saar The ve sounded hor 
ithat they were purposefully 


(ou know?" Here's the letter: 
— on Ba eat ot et in the. Ground, the train because I was on it. 


: pot ibe. os ved very slowly up to 

mugh Plaza, where I got off to take 
nh. As soon as I got on it, it too 

ened its doors and said it was 

Id by supervision. I got off the train 
: ents rs the w at down on a bench. There was a tall 
are based on spiritual values rather t aired distinguished looking transit 


, rorker ‘on the platform whom I'd seen 
ee values, politics will contings F through’the window of the ation 


pulled into the platform. He had been 
If you have any concern for the liste: laughing with the conductor of the train on 
in iba oh you should investiga the other side— possibly over a joke about 
warning. I am not going into det d the other passengers who were being 
plain the things that are to come, ope 


prested slowed down. After sitting on the bench a 
in learning the facta, few minutes I turned and started talking loud 


‘contact Neal Chase at (406)728 He at the white haired man on the platform. | 
can answer any questions you have ; said: “I’M SICK OF THIS BULLSHIT. 
you detailed information, ALWAYS SLOWING THE TRAINS DOWN 


WHEN I GET ON.” Stuff like that. He kept his 
back turned toward me and didn’t answer. 
Then I walked up to him and said: “YOU 

: que KNOW THAT SECRET AGENT BULLSHIT IS 
you should contest Neal. I eT OUT THE FUCKING WINDOW. WHEN I 
Neal's name because he is more é Wailable © CATCH ONE OF YOU GUYS WITH A LITTLE 
ie than I and he is caster to contact. If you RADIO IN YOUR EAR—” and tapped my 


God will move Shon ay i 


right ear for emphasis— “I’M GONNA PUT A 
BULLET BETWEEN YOUR FUCKING EYES.” 
“Is that so?” the man said. 

“Yeah,” I said. “AND YOU KNOW WHAT I’M 
TALKIN’ ABOUT AND I KNOW WHAT I’M 
TALKIN’ ABOUT. THAT SECRET AGENT 
BULLSHIT IS OUT THE FUCKIN’ WINDOW!” 
“What's that got to do with me?” he yelled. 
“Everything!” I screamed. I could hardly hear 
him and he could hardly hear me if we didn’t 
scream at that point because a train roared 
overhead. “I’M THE ONLY ONE WHO 
STOPPED IT! YOU GUYS DIDN'T DO A 
FUCKIN’ THING!” 

“I DON’T WANNA HEAR ABOUT IT!” he 
screamed, and moved toward me, pointing 
his finger. “I DON’T WANNA HEAR 
ABOUT IT!” 

“YOU'RE GONNA HEAR ABOUT IT!” I 
screamed. “YOU'RE GONNA HEAR ABOUT 
IT LATER IF YOU DON’T HEAR ABOUT IT 
SOONER!” I got on the next local as it 
pulled in, still screaming at him. “Stand 
clear!” the new conductor said over the 
speaker. “Yeah, stand clear!” I said, and 
gave the white haired man the finger as our 
train pulled out of the station. 

This was the first time I have gotten a New 
York City Metropolitan Transit Authority 
worker to acknowledge that secret agent 
operations are active in the New York City 
subway system. Participating in a “covert” 
operation in the United States is a Federal 
crime, unless it is authorized for national 
security purposes. Slowing down the 
subways so the average citizen can’t get to 
work on time does not secure our nation. 
When I walked up to him, a normal person 
would have said, “What, are you crazy?” But 
he didn’t say that. He said: “What’s that got 
to do with me?” and “I don’t wanna hear 
about it’— both strong statements that he 
knew exactly what I was talking about. 


The following excerpt ts taken from a 
letter that was mailed to a radio station 
owned by a college in the Bronx. It was 
JSorwarded to us by Alan Watts’ son. 


Shame on you. I have a theology minor and 
have taught enough Sunday school classes to 
spot a philosophy phony. The late Mr. Watts 
loves being cute and shocking but that is his 
only contribution. Sure he points out the 
usual contradictions that are bound up in the 
Judeo-Christian tradition. He takes cheap 
shots at our culture, holding up Eastern 
philosophy as a better standard. And you are 
allowing this to take place on a radio station 
of a Roman Catholic University! And for 
goodness sakes, you know that Upsala 
College’s WFMU has been broadcasting Alan 
Watts for years. But that’s appropriate 
because WFMU makes no claims to any 
dignity or tradition. 


Sent to WFMU by a listener who works 
at a well known music publisher. 


Dear J, 


I spoke to you two years ago concerning the 
possibility of submitting a song to you in the 
hopes of approaching B.B. King. I had been 
playing a club here in Chicago and his 
daughter, Shirley, approached me and 
encouraged me to try and send “The 

Working Man’s Blues” to her father. 


I have just won a three year “child custody” 
suit— the end result being that I had to sell 
my studio to pay the lawyers and am faced 
with the reality of considering bankruptcy. 
Not to bore you further, I find myself 
financially destitute and, for the very FIRST 
time, am desperately seeking a publisher for 
my songs (before, I consistently sought a 
recording contract). Another problem I am 
having right now is that since I am REALLY 
broke, I can NOT even afford an attorney to 
legally send my material. Since most people 
will not accept “unsolicited” material, I am 
caught in the proverbial CATCH 22. For 
example, I have a song that would be perfect 
for HUEY LEWIS...so I called Bob Brown (his 
manager) in hopes of submitting but, of 
course, was told “no way!” It’s the same way 
with the record labels, producers et al. Iam 
sure you know the situation too well. 


Enclosed, I am sending a copy of my resume 
in hopes of convincing you that I am NOT a 
hobbyist. I have written songs in every style 
(except rap) including classical and even 
one for Gospel. I did release two albums in 
Europe when I was much younger (a la 
CSN&Y) and, now at age 40, have lost the 
desire for the glamour and glitz. My 
financial situation has forced me to seek a 
publishing alternative. Can you help? 


I would give you my phone number but, as of 
last week, it was turned off (that’s how bad 
it is). If possible, could you PLEASE reply 
to the address below. 
Until then, I remain, 
NAME WITHHELD 


The following letter was directed to 
WFMU Station Manager Ken Freedman. It 
was written on Jimmy Swaggart 
Ministries stationary. 


Dear Mr. Freeman, 


Recently, while visiting my daughter on 
campus I heard a few moments of your 
Wednesday morning program. I must say 
that I was quite shocked and appalled. The 
things you said about religion in the United 
States left me speechless. The thought that 
my daughter is sitting around listening to 
the kind of trash you are putting over the 
airwaves is enough to make me shudder. 
Where do you get off? Using a college radio 


station to impart your dangerous views is a 
low form of degeneracy. 


Mr. Freeman since I found Jesus and began 
doing volunteer work for the Jimmy 
Swaggart Ministries my heart has been 
opened to the wonderful doings in the world 
and the ways in which Christ touches all of 
us. Even Christ-killers such as yourself. If 
you would let the Holy Father into your life 
and allow him to see how wrong your path is 
surely you might be saved. The idea that you 
may go on in this way, spewing your vile 
hatred of everything holy makes me angry. I 
bet your all for abortion, too. Ripping 
innocent children from their mother's 
womb and throwing them in a garbage can 
is probably your idea of a fun thing to do, 
based on what I heard on your radio show. 
Come to think of it your only way out of a 
fiery hell is to repent and admit your sins 
NOW. Otherwise you will be branded with 
the mark and spend the hereafter roasting 
with all the other sinners. 


Don't think I wont be telling Reverend 
Swaggart about this. Once he brings this 
news to his flock you'll be getting more 
trouble than you could imagine. 
With the sacred blood of Jesus, 
Mrs. Regina Lee 
Found Letters Continued on page 42 


wal 


—— CUT 


ike most DJs at WFMU, I’m usually 

unemployed. I just spent two years without a 

job, and it wasn’t easy. I’m bright, likable, 

talented- people were always offering me 
work. But like the Eddy Lawrence song says, “I’m not 
looking for work, I’m looking for money.” Over the 
years I’ve developed a nearly foolproof system that 
keeps me at leisure for months at a time. 


I discovered the Laws of Unemployment when I 
first graduated from college. I’d been a dj on our 
school’s 10-watt (smaller than a lightbulb!) station for 
3 weeks; I played nothing but bagpipe music and 
because record albums all have that blank space 
between cuts, I thought the idea was to leave some 
dead air between each song. After my third show the 
station manger made me news director to get me off 
the air. (As news director, I mostly worked with my 
cartoonist boyfriend to paint a mural of Aztecs 
pulling snakes out of buckets on the wall of the 


my suitcase. There was a big hotel about 5 blocks 
from the depot, and the door was unlocked so I went 
inside. It was completely deserted, which I guess 
explained why none of the lights were on. I started 
feeling creepy, so I headed back to the bus depot. Just 
outside the entrance, I was accosted by a horribly 
disfigured woman. Her face looked as if it had melted 
in a fire. 


“Are you the girl who was looking for a taxi?” she 
leered. 


“Uh, no,” I said. “That wasn’t me.” 


“Well, I’m the taxi driver” she announced, waving 
a scar-encrusted flipper at a yellow cab idling at the 
curb. “You’d better come with me. You're not safe out 
here by yourself.” 


I didn’t know what else to do, so I threw my 
suitcase into the back seat and climbed in. 


THE LAWS OF 
UNEMPLOYMENT 


by Bronwyn C. 


station manager’s office.) At the time I graduated, 
there were approximately 12 openings in the entire 
country for beginners in broadcast journalism, and 
about 126,590 applicants for each job. These were the 
jobs I went after, a perfect example of both RULE NO. 
1: APPLY ONLY FOR JOBS FOR WHICH YOU ARE 
NOT QUALIFIED, and CORROLLARY A: APPLY 
ONLY FOR JOBS IN OVER-CROWDED FIELDS. 


y closest brush with employment came 

when I responded to a newspaper ad 

placed by a radio station in Klamath 

Falls, Oregon. After a couple of weeks 
the station manager called me up and had me make 
an audition tape over the phone. He 
asked me to talk about what I was 
wearing, and he taped me, and then 
he said he figured I should come 
down from Portland for an 
interview. It cost $27.70 for a round- 
trip bus ticket to Klamath Falls. I 
estimated the cost of a motel room, 
taxis, and food for two days to be 
about $40. The next day I took sixty 
of my last seventy dollars in the 
world and left town. I got into 
Klamath Falls at midnight. 


People who have never been to 
Klamath Falls probably will find it 
hard to imagine what its like. I didn’t 
see any taxis when I got off the bus, 
so I just started walking around with 


Illustrations by Christine Shields 


“I don’t know where you’re going to stay tonight,” 
Mrs. Scarface muttered as we cruised by the big 
abandoned hotel. I told her I’d gone into the hotel and 
had been surprised to find it deserted. She braked the 
car in the middle of the street and turned to stare at 
me. “You went in there?” she gasped. I said yes, and 
she just looked at me. Finally we started back down 
the street. 


There are a number of hotels in Klamath falls, none 
of which answer their night bell after 10:00 PM. As we 
drove from place to place, looking for a room for me 
to rest up for my important morning interview, Mrs. S 
asked me about myself, where I was from, what I was 


doing 
there. Several 

times she alluded to 

“trouble” in town, but I 

never did find out what she 
meant. Finally, when we tried 
every motel in the city, she stopped the 
cab at a pay phone and made a call. She 

came back to the car, turned off the meter, and 
told me she was taking me to a place outside town 
where I'd “probably be okay.” 


wenty minutes later we pulled into the Gregor 

Samsa Inn where I paid $8.00 for a cold cottage with 

a dirty, rumpled bed, dirty towels on the bathroom 

floor, and six-foot beetles scuttling outside my window 
all night, muttering “We’ve had some Trouble down here lately.” 
Whenever I asked them what the Trouble was, they wriggled their 
feelers and drove off in taxis. There was no phone, and I was afraid 
to go outside until morning. 


As soon as it was light out I dressed and called the cab company 
from the motel office. The driver turned out to be the husband of 
Mrs. Scarface, who had already told him all about me. He drove me 
to a restaurant that he said was “safe” and I had my breakfast. Then 
I checked my bas in a locker at the bus depot and took his cab out to 
the radio station. 


I knew as soon as I saw the station manager that I was going 
to get the job. I don’t think he’d seen a human woman in a long 
time. He liked me, he liked my audition tape, he didn’t care 
that I left my portfolio of writing samples in my bag at the bus 
station by mistake. I was desperate- if I didn’t do something 
really wrong, this guy would hire me and I'd have to go live 
there. He had me make a new tape, and I mispronounced all 
the words- he didn’t care. He asked me to type some news 
copy, and I told him I couldn’t type- he said I’d learn on the 
job. He was explaining the vacation policy and health 
insurance benefits when I was saved by the cab driver, who 
walked right into the station manager’s office and announced 
that I had $11.00 waiting time racked up on the meter and 
what was I going to do about it? Of course I never told him to 
wait, but that didn’t matter- he was only looking after my 
Safety, and now I owed him $11.00 and if I didn’t leave 
immediately I wouldn’t have enough money to pay the fare 
back to town and I would dwell in the house of KRCH forever. 
I told the station manager thanks, shook his cold and slimy 
hand, and ran out of the building before he could actually make 
me a job offer. 


I was broke and hungry when I got back to Portland, but by God! I 
was unemployed! That was when I formulated RULE NO. 2: YOU CAN 
ALWAYS SAY NO! If someone offers you a job, just tell them “No!” In 
fact, if you already have a job, you can still tell them No. I read in 
Harper’s Index once that 60,000 Americans quit their jobs every day. I 


think its comforting to realize that you could always make it 60,001. 11 
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Hx: another true story from my pathetic 
show business career. This one is about 
Don McLean. You know, the “American Pie” 
guy. And why I think he’s an asshole. And why 
you should, too. 


I started out as a folkie. I thought I was Bob 
Dylan. None of my so-called friends had the 
fucking courtesy to tell me I wasn’t Bob Dylan. 
Anyway, I figured what I needed 
was a big-time show biz 
manager, so I sent out a bunch 
of demo tapes. And it worked 
—I got a call from a guy 
named Herb Gart. 


Herb was well-known in folk 
circles. He used to manage a bunch of 
big-name acts, like the Youngbloods and 
Janis Ian. But everyone gradually left him. 


When snes wai Da iy ee neues Onn glanced out the window. He said he saw a 
alee stanlety us Lis poster son shooting star. I said make a wish. He said “I did, 


but it didn’t work. You’re still here.” 


Why J Don't Play “American Pie” 
Don McLean was already old On My Show a boa 


news here in the States. But 

they still loved him in Norway. 

Go figure. And Israel. And Canada. In the 
spring of 1980, McLean was scheduled to do a 
ten-city tour of western Canada. Herb arranged 
for me to go along as the opening act. 


qaIt Arep Aq suojwaisnyyy 


It was downhill from there. During the day, 
McLean complained constantly. He humiliated 
Ray, our tour manager. He mocked “lesser” 
singer-songwriters, like Bob Dylan and Bruce 
On tour with Don McLean! It was the biggest Springsteen. At night, he picked up young, 


thing thatever happenedtome.IT woeful-looking Canadian folk groupies and 
fantasized about hanging out with him. brought them back to his room for what he 
And co-writing with him. And called “dick autographs.” 


becoming sort of his protegé. . : 
. neni e wasn’t just bitter. He 


was nuts. I mean 
certifiable. For example, he 
had a lame movie idea. He 
wanted to play a singing 
cowboy, like a modern- 


But my dream tour was a 
disaster and I'll tell you why: 
Don McLean-Mr. Starry 
Starry Night-—Mr. 
And I Love Her 
So-turned out to 


day Roy Rogers. 

be the most bitter, And he would 

petty, insecure fight crime. 

scumbag I ever 

eat Then he 
remembered 


The tour started 
like this: we were on 
the plane. McLean 


something. He 
had recently done 
the music for a movie called “Fraternity Row. 


While he was on the set, he had met John Ritter 
and mentioned his “singing cowboy” idea. 

McLean became obsessed: what if Ritter 
stole the idea? 


For two days, it was all he talked 
about. John Ritter stealing his 
stupid idea. Should he have his 
lawyer write Ritter a 
threatening letter? 
Is there a way to 
backdate a 
copyright? It was 
spooky. His 
obsession wasn’t based on anything. 
He had only met Mr. Ritter once. And Ritter 
never expressed any interest in the idea. I was 
on tour with Norman Bates’ older brother. 


he nightmare continued. One morning in 

Calgary, I met McLean in the lobby of our 
hotel. He had bought a local paper, and was 
reading a review of our show. But he wouldn’t 
let me see it. All he said was “Well, they hated 
us.” Then he crumpled up the newspaper and 
threw it away. ; 


After he left, I fished the paper out of “, 
the garbage. It’s true, the reviewer did 
hate McLean. He called McLean 
pompous and out of touch. But the 
reviewer LOVED the opening act! It 
was one of the first rave reviews I’d ever 
gotten, and McLean didn’t want me to 
see it. 

Every night, during my set, as a joke, I sang 
a couple of verses of “American Pie.” Then I 
said “Gosh, I hope Don hadn’t planned on 
singing that one.” It always got a huge laugh. I 
asked Don if he minded the joke. He said he 
didn’t. 

But I guess he did. On the last show of the 
tour, I was introduced as “Don’s special guest.” 
I came out. I did my set, including my little 
“American Pie” joke. Then McLean came out. I 


sat in the back of the 
auditorium and watched. 
McLean ended the 
show by saying: 
“Thank you. I’ll be 
back next year. And I 
won’t be bringing my 
special guest.” 

The crowd gasped. 
Try to imagine it: the 
headliner at a folk 
concert—for no 
apparent reason— 
putting down his opening 
act from the stage! 

I was devastated. I 
confronted McLean 
backstage. Why would he say such a thing? He 
just snapped, “You play with me, you play with 
fire—and you just got burned!” Then he walked 
away. I still don’t know what the hell he meant. 


he tour ended. After that, I avoided ol’ 
Don like the plague. In the 80’s the music 
community mounted a string of mega- 
concerts for various causes—Live Aid, We 
Are The World, etc. Herb Gart put out 
the word: Don McLean was available. But 
the phone never rang. Herb and Don 
couldn’t understand it. But I did. It was 
the Asshole Factor. Nobody could stand 
the guy. 
I know what you’re thinking: “Okay. I’m 
convinced. Don McLean’s a one-hit schmuck. 
What am I supposed to 
do about it?” Well, 
you can’t kill him. 
That would be 
wrong. And 
expensive. 
But you can 1 Os 
spread the a 
word. So the 
next time 
you’re 
playing 
Trivial 
Pursuit-the 
“Special Has- 
Been Edition”—and 
Don McLean’s name is mentioned, do me a 
favor. Say, as authoritatively as you can, “I heard 
he’s an asshole.” I’d appreciate it. 
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BABE THE 
BLUE OX 
Je m’‘Appelle Babe 


Rahs thy Alig Ay 
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New EP too tremendous for words 
alone. 3 songs to die for and 3 
more to flesh you back up. Babe 
be making bes and muddying 
rivers all over this country in 
October/ November. 


TARA 
KEY 
Bourbon County 


One of god’s gift to YOU and the 
electric guitar. NOW is the perfect 
time to know this. 13 songs; 13 
more steps fo the millennium. The 
loying is rife with the resonance of 
Fruitful collaboration; peers of 
righteous renown abound. Yea, 


CASPAR BRoTZMANN 
MASSAKER 
Koksofen 


Massoker is bass, drums ond 
Cospar; full body fusion with gui- 
tor. Fuel for the whole human. 
Soundscapes to induce courage and 
make all fears disappear. Set to 
embark on their first ever U.S. tour 
in November! 


SUPREME 
DICKS 
The Unexamined Life 


ta gs 


Their full-length debut. The 
unexamined life indeed. The 
Dicks go to the furthest edges 
imaginable in fleshing it out. 3 
guitars, drums, no bass. The rest 
is up. 


that girl from Antietam... 
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BLUNDERBUSS 
Zz ¢ i be from Vy abe 
» Worm like tubesand 6? | cal phorrs aan 
S hungry like vacuum. | “ee a round kinda warmth. 
m, Produced bythenew © +f. ._ Pittsburgh, PA. 
man. Chicago, IL FERRE ek ae : 
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CHESHIRE TABLE 
ES A combination of basic m" 
p< pop with textures and 
abit that distin- 

Ee —_— from the 

wndreds of aspiri 

bands on om 
today. Olympia, WA. 


Seven number two 
from these three. 


HAY! 
Records 


PO BOX 800, Rockville Centre, NY 11571 


CD's are $13.98 postpaid in the USA. Babe the blue OX- $8.98. 7”are $3.49 postpaid. Minimum order $9.98. (NY state 
residents must include sales tax.) Please write for a free catalog. 
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TV 


A video magazine in the spirit of 
free-form radio wfmu. 


Featuring video by: 
Directart® 
Negativland 
Shimmy-disc 

Subgenius Foundation 

Bianca “Bob” Miller 


Hosted by WFMU DJ’s including: 


Fabio 
Irwin 
Ken 


Produced by Mark Rudolph 


WFMU-TV COMPILATION 
VIDEOTAPES ARE AVAILABLE 
FOR $15 (+ PoSTAGE) 

CALL 201-678-8264 TO ORDER! 


MANHATTAN CABLE: Mondays 11:00 pm and 
late Thursdays 1:30 AM CH. 16 BROOKLYN CABLE: Fridays 10:30 pm 
(BQ CABLE CH. 34/CABLEVISION CH. 67) 
WFMU-TV can occasionally be seen on “Jersey Clips”. 
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ANTONIN ARTAUD 


by Maria Levitsky 


Madman/theorist/philosopher/playwnght 
Antonin Artaud's final work was a 
radiophonic creation entitled "To Have 
Done With the Judgement of God." It was 
written after several years' internment in 
psychiatric institutions which roughly 
corresponded to the duration of WWII. 
During his stay at the asylum, Artaud's 
behavior was characterized by delusions, 
auditory hallucinations, glossolalia and 
violent tantrums. He underwent a myriad 
of bizarre treatments for this behavior 
including coma-inducing insulin therapy 
and electroshock therapy. “Pour En Finir 
Avec le Judgement de Dieu" is a heretic's 
scatalogical tirade at the extreme of the 
linguistic lunatic fringe. It was perhaps 
Artaud's electronic revenge against his 
incarcerators -- an invective broadcast 
from the end of the mind. 

It was commissioned in 1947 by 
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Ferdinand Pouey, the director of dramatic 
and literary broadcasts for French Radio. 
The work defies description, and although 
it was actually recorded in the studios of 
the French Radio at the end of 1947 and 
scheduled to be broadcast at 10:45 PM on 


February 2, 1948, the broadcast was 
cancelled at the last minute by the director 
of French Radio, Wladimir Porche. He 
cited Artaud's scatalogical, vicious and 
obscene anti-American and anti-Catholic 
pronouncements as elements the French 
radio audience should be spared from. He 
upheld the censorship in the face of 
widespread support for Artaud from many 
culturally prominent figures including Jean 
Cocteau, Jean Louis Barrault, Rene Clair 
and Paul Eluard. Pouey actually quit his 
job in protest. Artaud died a little over a 
month later, profoundly disappointed over 
the rejection of the work. It was not 
broadcast over the airwaves until thirty 
years later. 

In the actual text of "To Have Done 
With the Judgement of God" America is 
denounced as a baby factory war- 
mongering machine. Bloody and 
apocalyptical death rituals are described. 
Shit is vividly exalted as evidence of life 
and mortality. Questions about conscious- 
ness and knowledge are pursued and 
answered with more unanswerable 
questions. It all dead-ends in a scene in 
which God itself turns up on an autopsy 
table as a dissected organ taken from the 
defective corpse of mankind. In the 
recording all this would have been 
interspersed with shreiks, screams, grunts 
and an extensive vocabulary of nonsense 
words -- a glossolalia of word-like sounds 
invented by Artaud to give utterance to the 
dissociation of meaning from language. 

One would be hard pressed to find 
anything like Artaud's work being 
broadcast on radio or TV now, but to get 
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Illustrations by Jim Blanchard 


an approximation of an idea of it, do this: 
turn on the radio to any station (except 
WFMU of course), turn the TV with the 
sound up and the picture off, smoke a joint 
and just listen to the glorious sound of the 
babbling media. As good as electroshock 
therapy. 


NOTE: The information for this article was 
lifted directly from Alan Wiess' chapter entitled 
"Radio, Death and the Devil" in The Wireless 
Imagination: Sound Radio and the Avant 
Garde, edited by D. Kahn and G. Whitehead. 


ALAN BERG 


by Chris T 


On June 18, 1984, radio talk-show host 
Alan Berg was machine-gunned into 
infamy in the driveway of his suburban 
Denver townhouse. Berg, whose life and 
violent death inspired Eric Bogosian’s 
play (and Oliver Stone’s ham-fisted 
movie) Talk Radio, was verging on 
national prominence, having recently been 
profiled on 60 Minutes and selected by his 
employer, KOA-AM, to cover the 
Democratic National Convention in San 
Francisco. 

A self-proclaimed “Wild Man of the 
Airwaves,” the controversial, belligerent 
Berg managed to enrage, abuse, provoke 
and fascinate- insulting and cutting off his 
callers while carrying on irreverent and 
frank discussions about oral sex, 
Christianity, racial intolerance, gun control 
and any other topic his angry, abrasive 
tongue could wag about. 

KOA’s powerful signal, capable of 
reaching thirty-eight states in the evening 
hours, meant Berg’s blitzkrieg was pissing 
off a lot of people. In 1979 while working 


at KWBZ, a listener named Fred Wilkins, 
a local head of the KKK, stormed into the 
air studio and told Berg to prepare to die. 
Berg informed his listening audience that 
Wilkins had pointed a gun at him, but 
Wilkins- arrested and charged with felony 
menacing- claimed Berg was just trying to 
up his ratings. 

Also trying to up their “ratings” and 
come to national prominence were the 
members of “The Order,” a virulent White 
Power/Aryan Resistance movement 
ranging throughout Colorado and the 
Pacific Northwest and affiliated with the 
Aryan Nations. Created and led by 
separatist/survivalist Robert Jay Matthews, 
“The Order” took as its blueprint and 
manifesto William Pierce’s The Turner 
Diaries and had assembled a “hate list” of 
those who were deemed to be threatening 
the existence of the white race and worthy 
targets for assassination. Among them 
were Henry Kissinger, David Rockefeller, 
Fred Silverman- and Alan Berg. Berg’s 
assassination was a carefully planned, 
paramilitary operation funded with bank 
robbery proceeds. “The Order” self- 
destructed after coming up against a much 
more powerful military operation, the FBI. 
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MAJOR EDWIN 
HOWARD 
ARMSTRONG 
by Chris T 


If you head north on Route 
9W to the Cresskill/Dumont 
line you’ ll see, rising 400 
feet above the Palisades of 
Alpine, Major Edwin 
Howard Armstrong’s grave 
marker. It is the antenna 
tower of the first-ever FM 
station, W2XMNF, erected 
in 1936 and now crowded 
with satellite dishes and 
aerials receiving and 
relaying all manner of 
television, cellular and 
microwave signals. And a 
lone FM station, WFDU, 
out of Farleigh Dickenson 
University. 

It was in the basement of 
another university, 
Columbia, that Maj. Armstrong (he served 
in the newly formed Signal Corps in World 
War I) pioneered an entirely new form of 
broadcasting: static-free, crystal clear, 
high-fidelity Frequency Modulation. It was 
the crowning achievement in a life devoted 
to radio and broadcasting. He single- 
handedly wrenched radio out of the crystal- 
set/headphone era with his discovery of 
regeneration and super-regeneration - 
principles which utilizes feedback to 
amplify and strengthen weak signals. He 
developed the superheterodyne — an 
incredibly sensitive and selective type of 
receiver for the Army. He fought lengthy, 
expensive patent battles over most of his 
inventions against those hoping to discredit 
him and profit from his genius. And there 
was FM. 

It should have made him incredibly 
wealthy, it should have eradicated AM and 
become the broadcasting medium. It 
should have made him a household name 
like Edison. But Armstrong hadn’t counted 
on corporate greed, the profit motive and 
the Radio Corporation of America, RCA, a 
corporation engineered by the government 
for the purpose of developing the fledgling 
U.S. broadcast industry (then at the mercy 
of foreign concerns, like the British 
Marconi Co. and others) by pooling the 
important broadcasting patents of AT&T, 
Westinghouse and General Electric, was 


not about to turn its attention away from 
its new infant- television. David Sarnoff, a 
twenty-five year friend of Armstrong’s 
and the president of RCA, cut Armstrong 
off from the only company large enough to 
give FM the send-up it needed. And then 
the real troubles began. 

Plagued by endless patent suits, 
struggling to keep FM alive, Armstrong 
began pouring his own money into 
research, development and refinement. He 
put the Alpine station on the air. He 
presented speeches and prepared papers 
for assorted engineering and broadcasting 
societies. He sat before numerous 
government hearings, bought many a 
lawyer’s summer home and continued his 
obsessive quest to bring FM to the people, 
through a second World War and into the 
postwar years. He waited patiently for 
what should have been the explosion of 
FM but for one thing- the FCC. One of 
their engineers, an Alexander Ring, 
recommended a frequency shift for FM to 
“protect” it from sunspot interference. He 
incorrectly predicted it would become a 
problem every eleven years or so. On the 
flimsiest of pretexts the whole FM band 
was ordered to move “upstairs” from 42 to 
50 MHz (its home of more than 10 years) 
to its current position of 88-108 MHz. This 
had the effect of nearly killing the new 
industry, making fifty or so transmitters 
and 500,000 radio sets obsolete overnight. 
It was just one more blow for the clear- 
thinking, logical and soon-to-be-destitute 
Armstrong. 

Twenty-three years to the day after 
patenting FM, Maj. Armstrong put on his 
hat, coat, scarf and gloves and walked out 
his apartment window, 13 floors to his 
death. 
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COMPACT DISCS 
RECORDS - TAPES 


POP e JAZZe CLASSICAL ¢ ALL STYLES 


CARRIES ALL INDIES 
RARE JAZZ AND DANCE 
LOADS OF RECORDS YOU HEAR 
ON WFMU YOU CAN MAIL 
ORDER FROM US! 


WE ACCEPT ALL CREDIT CARDS 


561 BLOOMFIELD AVENUE 
MONTCLAIR. NJ 07042 


(201) 744-5787 


Semiotext(e) #16 is: 


RADIGTEXTI(E) 


Edited by NEIL STRAUSS and 
DAVE MANDL 


Histories, manifestos, technical diagrams, puzzles, 
reminiscences, transcripts, smutty broadcasts, 
strange theories, and other radio antics 


With writing and art by... 
Negativland, Kurt Schwitters, William Burroughs & 
Gregory Whitehead, the Vanilla Bean, Bertolt Brecht, 
Steve Post, Happy Harry Hard-On, George Orwell, Hakim 
Bey, La Monte Young, Bart Plantenga, Ezra Pound, 
Abbie Hoffman, Leon Trotsky, Kurt Weill, the Hound, 
Emperor Hirohito, Irwin Chusid, Theodor Adorno, 
Kaz, David Sandlin, and dozens more 


Available now at: 
St. Marks Books, See Hear, and Tower, 
or by mail ($14 postpaid) from: 
Autonomedia, Box 568, B’klyn, NY 11211 


YOLATENGO 


The Matador 

debut featuring 
“BIG DAY COMING" 
“FROM A MOTEL SIX“ 

and eight or nine more. 

Look for “BIG DAY COMING" 
video on your local cable TV. 


MATADOR RECORDS 676 BROADWAY NYC 10012 NANROp K 
PRODUCED BY ROGER MOUTENOT AND FRED BROCKMAN BOOKING: TWIN TOWERS MANAGEMENT: DELPHIC oF 


WEMU SPRING 
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VINTAGE ROCK & ROLL 

PSYCHEDELIA x FROM THE BAR ! 
SOUNDTRACKS 

R&B ° BLUES TASTE - THE BEER! 
ROCK-A-BILLY bi 


sees cuareon of oa ' SAT. MAY 21 - 11 AM TO 9 PM AND SUN. MAY 22- 11 AM TO 7PM 
AT THE HOBOKEN ELK'S LODGE, 1005 WASHINGTON ST., HOBOKEN, N.J. 


oe a . "} ? *.. ADMISSION $3.00 FOR DEALER OR GENERAL INFO. CALL 201-678-8264 
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ROU BLETOWN By lvoyo DANGLE 


THAT'S ALL FOR TOWIGHTS) y'xwow, ovr HERE IN MONTANA I'VE BEEN 
REGULAR, OBJECTIVE NEWS. | | caring A LOT OF CONSPIRACY THEORIES LATELY. 
Now, FoR Some —— From AIDS 4S A LABORATORY CREATION, TO 
ames PEN CoP" Ie y 2 KENNEDY — EVEN DOUBTS THAT ZACHARY 
HERES AN ESSAY P TAYLOR REAWLY CHOKES TO DEATH , 


ON A RASPBERRY SEEDS 
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EXPLODING 
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IF You ASk ME, Pue.iCc 
MASTURBATORS LIKE 
OLIVER STONE COLLECT 


THEN THEY FORMULATE THEIR 
HARE-BRAINED THEORIES IN 
ORDER TO Filti UP A GIANT 
HOLE Iw THEIR LIVES? 
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ADVENTUROUS AUDIO 
On CD and cassette 


#26 Jewel Box with Sussan Deiheim, 
Sapphire, Michelie Kinney & more! 


#25 Site-less Sounds with David 
Wajnarowicz & Ben Neill, Shelley 
Hirsch, Brenda Hutchinson,et al.& 


#24 FluxTellus Fluxus redux. 
#23 Paul Bowles Text and music.® 
##&$13.50 CD, $2.50 postage 
4. 0$8.50 cassette, $1.50 postage 
TELLUS, 596 Broadway, #602,NYC,10012 
212.431.1130 vox 212.431.8473 fax 
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OKAY, WE’vVE PLANTED OUR MESSAGE 
ON EVERY NETWORK AND NEWS OR- 
GANIZATION, HUGH, WHATS NEXT? 
b WITH THE 


MISINFORMATION CAMPAIGN ON 
BOTTLE TOPS ANO CHOCOLATE GON-BONS, 


CONSPIRACY THEORISTS ARE 
REALLY JUST A SAD BUNCH 


a’ ‘a 
AND EVEN MY DOG CHESTER KNows 
GARBAGE WHEN HE SmEtiS IT, FRom 
YHON TAWA, I’M HENRY HUBBINS, 
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When I got to know Val Sebastiano around 1979, I was impressed with his intelli- 
gence, humor, and abiding consideration for others. His peerless taste in pop 
music and articulate manner made him an excellent candidate for WFMU. He 
auditioned later that year, and soon earned a regular show. 


He was talented and capable, and didn’t make enemies. Never uttering an 
unkind word, he gave everyone the benefit of the doubt, and was always helpful. 
When the station needed volunteers for grunt work, he was generally one of the 
first to enlist—and sometimes the only one to show up 

His greatest love—next to his friends—was music. When we met, the second 
British invasion was underway. He'd go sifting through New York record bins for 
vinyl with a Rough Trade, Factory, or 4AD logo, scouting bands like X-Ray Spex, 
the Raincoats, A Certain Ratio, XTC, and Kleenex. He'd share recent discoveries, 
and became part of the emerging cassette exchange network. 

His tastes were eclectic, but tended toward sophisticated sounds—including 
sophisticated primitives like Blurt and Swell Maps. Ever the consummate gentle- 
man, courteous and reserved, he nevertheless loved loud, abrasive music, once 
describing himself as “a quiet person with a noisy habit.” He also enjoyed acoustic 
wizards like John Fahey, and held Morrissey 
and Richard Barone in highest regard. 

On the air, Val was low-key, and didn’t call 
attention to himself, the music was what mat- 
tered. Many listeners may not have been aware 


of him, except subliminally. But his program- 
ming brilliantly reflected the station’s free-form 
reputation, and like many WFMU staffers, he 
was a misfit who could never have been com- 
fortable at any other station. 


Saturday overnight, December 11th, I had a 
weird dream which involved moving large 
furniture into a small space, Irwin and Val 
assisting. I protested -- Val shouldn't lift 
anything because of his terminal illness. 
Irwin said, "Look at him. He's fine.” Val 
turned and smiled. I said, “Hey, he's vital 
and strong again. What happened?” Then I 
woke up. 

Sunday, I heard Val had passed away that 
morning. My strong intuitive sense told me 
that Val, good friend, music lover and 
audiophile, used that dream to say goodbye. 

I got to know Val in 1987 when I fol- 
lowed his Monday shows at midnight. We'd 
hang out and talk — mostly about music. In 
Val, I discovered someone as fanatical about 
the art of radio as 1 was. Phones often rang 
unanswered during Val's show — it distract- 
ed his train of musical thought. Bur radio 
was not all seriousness to him. During a 
Marathon-time flu epidemic we did a silly, 
enjoyable emergency fill-in for Irwin and 
Margaret, he adopting the combined names 
of “Margwin” and I, “Val.” In some 
respects, al] of us at the station are attracted 
to WFMU because of our devotion to non- 
verbal musical expression via the airwaves. 
And a very private person like Val felt totally 
at ease there. His knowledge of unusual 
music let loose on the air was one of the best 
examples of free-form radio at its finest... 

- Irene Trudel 


A Reminiscence: 1991, On one of my first visits to the radio station situated in the base- 
ment of a college dormitory, | encountered a most amiable fellow who is focused on a 
task: being a disc jockey and an audiophile who doesn't like to subject his records to 
excessive wear, this fellow has put selections from his own records on cassette and at the 
moment is using both cassette decks to segue between songs. Such an activity would ordi- 


narily not get my attention, except that at this point in time, WFMU has only one cassette 
deck in each of its ewo studios, so that this fellow must go back and forth between studios, 
cueing and airing. Instead of looking put out, he is most diligent and enthusiastic about 
sharing the sounds that interest him. Nice guy, this Val. Maybe I'll try out for an air slot. 
- Vartkes 


~Val Sebastiano = 


October 25, 1955 - December 12, 1993 


WEFMU lost a good friend and one of 
its most dedicated staff members when 
Val Sebastiano died last December of 
complications from AIDS. Val had 
done a weekly freeform program on 
WFMU for fourteen years, and his love 
for music, radio, WFMU and people 
was an inspiration to us all. Here are 
ten staff member's rememberances. 


I spent a lot of time visiting with him, especially in the final months of his life. 
He was the second-neatest, -most meticulous person I'd ever met—after my moth- 
er. He carried the concept of domestic organization to extremes: a substantial por- 
tion of his life was spent folding, tucking, arranging, coiling, stacking, sequencing, 
filing, and consolidating. He rotated his dishes—the most recently used dinner 
plate went to the bottom of the pile. He had a tower of plastic yogurt containers 
nested one inside another under the kitchen sink, where he also kept a paper shop- 
ping bag full of paper shopping bags—each perfectly folded. Every record in his 
collection was sleeved in a polyethylene slipcover. 

Incessant organizing was as natural to Val as a cat licking its fur. He was proud 
of it—but he also had a sense of humor about the futility of it. 

Many of us at WFMU who knew Val actually knew him very little. He loved to 
talk and enjoyed conversation, but some emotions he couldn't communicate ver- 
bally. These he expressed through music; if we listened, we could hear him speak- 
ing from the soul. 

Val hosted his last program on Friday evening, November 19, from 9:30 to 
midnight. He died at Princeton Medical Center of complications resulting from 
AIDS around noon, on Dec. 12. He was 38. 

He occupied the Monday evening 9 to 
midnight slot for years, then moved over to 
Thursdays, same time, then Fridays. His 
radio show was one of the most important 
things in his life. Ultimately, death was the 
only thing that could prevent him from doing 


his shift. 


—Irwin Chusid 


We had a tape game going. Val and his 
friend David had been doing this for years - 
one puts a song on a tape, sends the tape to 
the other, he adds a song, sends it back, ‘til 
the tape is done. Then they have a tape 
party. There's rules: if it's a “green” tape, 
you listen to the previous selection/s and 
base your decision on that; if it's a “red” 
tape, you're not allowed to rewind. There's 
also the "poster" - with each tape you send a 
piece of paper back and forth and on the 
paper you can list the song if it's a green 
tape, or you can draw a picture, or you can 
glue a picture from a magazine on it, or 
whatever. Val showed me some of the 
posters he and David did- they were really 
involved, much better than mine and Val's. 
We did a “yellow” tape - you could only lis- 
ten to part of the previous song and the 
sender lets you know just how much. 
"Yellow" tapes were my idea, and the idea 
was a "bend." “Bend” is the term for break- 
ing or stretching the rules. For instance, if 
you're making a tape with female vocalists 
and you include a song from Divine's single, 
that's a bend. Our whole second tape was a 
bend of sorts - I found a three-minute cas- 
sette, so we started a game where each per- 
son puts only one word from a song on the 
tape at a time. 

Now you know the game - try it with a 
friend. — John Schnall 


We have some old photos of Val hanging up on the bulletin board here, 
and in every one he's smiling that big Val smile. Every memory I have of 
him, he's smiling. Even when he was worried, or sick, all you'd have to 
do was say hi, and he'd light up and beam that smile at you. 

I didn't get to go to Val's wake, so I didn't ever see him after he died, but 
I did go to the funeral. They brought the casket down the aisle of the 
church, and I thought, “That's Val in there," just trying to make myself 
believe it. All of a sudden I had this vision of Val lying there smiling, like he 
always did, just happy to be there and happy that we were there with him. | 
It was weird, buc 1 found it comforting. It was as if he was still the same 
Val, the same cheerful guy we all liked so much. 


Val would always be my on-air co-host (or vice versa) during the WFMU 
Fundraising Marathon. He made me feel so comfortable during this stress-filled, 
frantic time, with his calm, easy demeanor. I would be (not so silently) freaking 


i ene Hi) 


out, flinging records around, panicking at what to say and pacing fast between the 
on-air room and the phone bank room. How he ever put up with my mania is 


beyond me. But then he would bring a balmy peace to the storm of the Marathon: 
he would organize the volunteers and the pledge cards and the prizes and the pitch. 
He'd say, “Any time you're ready, we're set to go on mic. I've got the new pledges 
here and the prizes have been awarded, so you don't have to worry. OK, roo-roo?” 
and I would not worry: he assuaged my alarmed state every time. 


When we were little, my brother and I called each other “roo-roo.” It 
was a warm, albeit corny, way of expressing affection for one's friends and loved 
ones. We reserved this term particularly for those people who were extra gentle, 


Browsing late one night in the downtown Tower Records bargain annex, I must 
have missed hearing the closing announcement. | heard an insistent voice saying, 
“Sir, we're closed, sir, we're closed.” I pulled my face out of a record bin expect- 
ing to see a grumpy clerk glaring at me. But the clerk hadn't even noticed me. 
He was trying to get Val's attention two aisles over. We had both been there over 
an hour without noticing each other. Val said he came to the store frequently but 
had yet to find anything he wanted. So why did he keep looking? You never 
know, he said. 

No one was more welcome in the studio during the marathon when the 
phones were quiet, because Val was a terrific conversationalist and a really good 
doodler. I always envied his notebooks, in which he could look up not only what 
song he played during a given set, but often the format, label, and other related 
information. But he had a weakness for 45s pressed on colored vinyl, and I sus- 
pect he occasionally relaxed his high music standards for the sake of a translucent 
blue disk. - Bob Rixon 


lovable, kind and sweet; it was sort of a combination of “sweetie” and “good egg.” 


From the moment I met him when I joined the station in 1989, Val was my roo- 
roo. We called each other that, roo-roo, like brother and sister. 

Not only was he unlike most other DJs in regard to humility and kind- 
ness, but he was unlike just about most other people. Val treated other human 
beings with absolute warmth and acceptance. He was gentle, subtle, and complete- 
ly unselfish. And he didn’t have an angle, an ego problem, or a weird personality 
problem like so many of us (myself included). He was also a “senior staff’ member 
to me, his show being one of the programs I listened to in high school. From then, 
up until he died, he had one of the best musical programs on, with his vast music 
knowledge (and record collection). 

“To me, it’s music first,” he explained to me once. “I just want to play 
good music and then go on mic and give information on it. People don't want to 
hear about me and my bad day.” He had this humble approach to not only pro- 
gramming, but life itself, never complaining about how really, really sick he was. 
Never complaining about his bad day. Off-mic to friends, he spoke so calmly and 
plainly about his sickness that he made you feel that his sickness was okay. It was 
just like Val: he was dying of AIDS and he fucking made you feel calm. 

Even now, | think how self-centered my motivation was for wanting 
Val for my Marathon shows. I knew he would calm ME and improve MY show, 
but I never considered Val's feelings on this. Hadn't even considered that maybe 
he didn't want a hurricane co-host on the verge of pathos. And I never thanked 
him for all his help. Val was not only one of the best DJs, but he was also one of 
the best human beings I have ever known. Wish I could tell Val that. Wish I 
could tell him how damn much I miss my roo-roo. - Terre Telenko 


When I think of Val, the first things that register are a smile and his voice. If 
there's any one thing that unites this disparate (and desperate?) cast of characters 
that is FMU, it is a love of music. Val sure had a zest for it, and I can hear him 
animatedly discussing some detail of a band's history, which album the song he 
played came from, where that album fell chronologically, and - more important - 
I can hear him discussing the effect this song had on him, and through him, the 
effect it had on others. 

He had a total lack of attitude, a refreshing quality that's all-too-rare around 
this place. He knew a lot without being a know-it-all. He concentrated on the 
music and things that brought him joy. I can't recall a single incident of him 
speaking negatively about anything or anyone. 

Val, I know wherever you are, there's music playing. 


- Bob Brainen 


My favorite memory of Val happened back in 1988. I had decided to throw a 
Halloween party, the one stipulation being thar all who attended must sport a 
costume. On telling this to Val, he got very excited and anxious. He proceeded 
to tell me in a worried tone how inept he was at putting costumes together; that 
he never was any good at costumes, how he could never even think of what to be 
for Halloween and how he'd "probably just come wearing a big red nose or some- 
thing!" I tried to assure him that if a rubber nose was the best he could do, that 
would be fine as long as it was some sort of costume. 

Weeks later, the night of the party finally came. Guests were going to begin 
arriving any minute and I was busy doing last minute things when I heard a rap 
at the door. There was Val dressed in a newspaper outfit; made of many even, 
patiently constructed rows of newspaper which covered his entire suit, like the 
shingles on a roof. On his head he wore a pointed “dunce-cap” with chin strips 
of newspaper dangling from it in his face. In his hand he held a “Bo-Peep”-type 
s 


As maudlin as it might seem, my thoughts and remembrances of Val didn't really 
come into focus until I viewed his body at his wake. You see, Val had been ill fora | 
while, but he was somehow able to maintain an energy level, enough to continue 
his radio program. As time went on, and he was obviously getting worse, I 
thought that he was having co literally drag his ass, expending what little stamina 
that he had available, enduring much pain (in addition to traveling very far), just 
to do his show. As I was observing his funeral arrangement, I came to understand 
how really important his show WAS to him, and to me, and to you. Over the 
years, I would listen to his program and would always hear at least one or two new 
things that I might have missed in my own listening research. Or I'd see his ini- 
tals on an album and be turned on to yet another fresh sound. As I stood there, it 
dawned on me that something I kind of took in stride for all these years was never 
again to be, He was smart, he was meticulous, and we won't ever see the likes of 
him again. Val never complained out loud, and he carried himself with a quiet 
dignity to the very end. And we, the whole extended WFMU family, suffer the 
loss of another kind, decent, sensitive human being, in a cold-hearted world that 
seriously needs more like him. - Frank O'Toole 


I'll never forget the split moment we spent silently regarding one another 
(maybe he didn't recognize me as Cleopatra), he with his large eyes opened wide, 
eyebrows raised, peering at me through the strips of newspaper hanging from his 
har. 

When I had finished laughing he told me how he had modeled it after a cos- 
tume worn by an XTC band member on the inner sleeve of the album 
“Mummer,” and how it had taken him many weeks to make it, working on it for 
hours after work each day, When I called him right before Halloween this past 
year, we talked about that night and that costume. He said he still had it and 
that he only needed to do a touch-up on the rows of newspaper which covered 
the shoes. 

In looking at the picture from the "Mummer" album recently, it brought the 
incident vividly back to mind. In fact, in a haunting manner I can almost imag- 
ine the photo really is Val looking back at me, enjoying my reaction to his “rub- 
ber nose." ~- Margaret Harris 
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SELLING MY 
RECORD COLLECTION 
including: 


¢ Acapella * Arabic * Bebop » Blues 
¢ Brass Bands * Cadence ¢ Cajun 
¢ Calypso * Compas * Country & Western 
¢ Deep Soul * Disco * Downtown * Fado » 
¢ Filmi ¢ Fuji Garbage * Funk ¢ Gospel ¢ 
* Highlife * Indian ¢ Jazz * Jive * Juju « 
¢ Mbalax « Motown ¢ Noretno * Qawali « 
* Reggae * Salsa * Samba * Soca ° 
¢ Soukous ¢ Tarab * Tropicalista « 
¢ Western Swing * Zairean Rhumba 
e Zydeco and more 


(718) 855-9190 
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Record 
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Orders nee 


the more esoteric 
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have an 
extraordinarily 
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ordering policy, 
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"If new music (down- 
town jazz, world 
music, progressive, less 
“collegiate” alternative 
stuff, and tons 
more) is your 
thang...Downtown 


Sun-Thurs Noon-1 1pm 
Fri-Sat Noon-Midnight 
211 E. Sth St. (btwn 2nd-3rd Ave.) (212) 473-0043 
Visit Our New Store, Downtown Music West 

57 Leroy St. (off 7th Ave.) Opening Early October’93 
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Program Description Dept. 


The hardest thing to sell is yourself. That’s why most FMU DJs would prefer selling 
GRIT magazine door-to-door for fun and profit. After much cajoling and self- 
introspection, here are the concrete results of misspent lives: 


MONDAY 


6:00 AM JEWISH MUSIC IN THE MORNING - 
Three hours of music, talk and information geared 
to the Jewish community of New Jersey and New 


York. 


9:00 AM MICHAEL SHELLEY - See Saturday 
Midnight for description. 


Noon TONY COULTER - Psychedelic, 
progressive, experimental, electro-acoustic, 
sound collage - served either as a five course 
meal or as a stew with lots of lumps. 


3:00 DONNA BLICHARZ - Life — what a price to 
pay for being born. Would someone please help 
this girl and turn up the noise? 


6:00 JOE FRANK: WORK IN PROGRESS - 
Absurd, comic excursions that capture the nether 
recesses of the moder psyche. Radio vertigo. 
Produced by KCRW, Santa Monica. 


7:00 WASTED VINYL - Popular (and unpopular) 
music from around the world. With Rob W. 


9:30 MUSIC TO SPAZZ BY - with DAVE THE 
SPAZZ - Cringe-worthy, toe-stubbing rock & roll 
with the Sultan of Suave. The countdown to the 
Shemptennial begins now! 


_ — 


12:00 THE HOUR OF SLACK - Sacred Dogma, 
divine wisdom and econocataclysmic prophecy 
from the world's foremost bogus religion. 
Originates at KNON, Dallas. 


1:00 DORIAN - Talk show with guest hosts. 


3:00 with your little gumdrop VICKY 
WHEELER - Aquamarine hours, stars and 
Starlets, news from the 1800s, listener mad-libs 


and all my favorite songs. Keeps you up, indeed. 
Promise. 


TUESDAY 
6:00 AM JM in the AM 


9:00 VARTKES - Pleasant sounds from inner 
space to the outside porch. A pop show for 


a downpour. A radio mood ring. Near & far, 
old & new. 


Noon LEILA H. - Travel the aural landscape of 
memories you never had.Enjoy an after-hours 
tryst with a stranger in a shotgun shack. Moods, 
memories, my show will take you there. 

And on the last Tuesday of every month: 
Double double toil and trouble. Your hosts Leila 
and Stacey conjur an aural spell. Double your 
pleasure (and pain.) Join us during “That Time of 
the Month” 


3:00 WRECK THIS MESS = B/art nunsensically 
arguestraits this listing post-On-U pollution 
noctume destabilization thru the boom shelter 
grunge & “word is the bird” poesie ghetto. [also 
heard on Radio Libertaire 89.4 Paris on Tuesdays 
12:30-2pm] 


6:00 VISIONARY OF THE WEEK - Spleen- 
venting by folks like Noam Chomsky and William 
Burroughs to expand your world view and fill your 
head with crazy notions about justice and other 
obsolete ideas. 


7:00 RADIOACTIVE THEATRE - Wayne 
Barker, Harry Prichett, and John Cameron Telfer. 
The interactive comedy improvisational group 
that is fueled by your phone calls and 
participation. You are the Active in Radio Active 
Theatre. 


8:00 MR. JIVE - kickin’ it live on the groove tip 
with FREEDOM DANCE. A freestyle of jazz, hip 
hop, funk, soul, latin, reggae & jazzoetry. Special 
sometime guest: Daddy Kool's Groove Town with 
rare and unreleased classics. 


10:00 GAYLORD - An unhealthy fixation on 
Gene Pitney, “race” and “hillbilly” music, punky 
pop and Yiddish comedians. Like that 
Congressional committee's pronouncement on 
Louie Louie, “unintelligible at any speed.” 


Midnight ANTHONY PROCACCINO 
alternating with JOHN ALLEN - Excessive 
bop free psych noise punk noise prog hootenany 
in the idiographic tradition. Krush the Slacker 
Nation! 


3:00 STAN - A musical journey through the lands 
of rock, pop, jazz and soul on the spaceship of 
time. 


WEDNESDAY 
6:00 JM in the AM 


9:00 KEN - From the hebrew-language news- 
paper Yediot Acharanot: “An eclectic com- 
bination of avante-gardey rockey, music from 
the world, and discussions with listeners of 
transister radios that the FBI implants in 
citizens necks...Violent, psychotic, charismatic, 
and a sense of humor.” 


1:00 IRWIN - A self-indulgent mix of /es voix de 
femmes, jangly pop and smug, libertarian 
potshots. 


4:00 BOB BRAINEN - 60’s...mostly. 


6:00 SEVEN-SECOND DELAY - The talk show 
with a reverse delay, allowing your comments to 
be broadcast seven seconds before you actually 
say them. With Andy Breckman and his sidecar 
Ken. 


7:00 THE COCKTAIL HOUR - Loosen your tie, 
get into your smoking jacket and snuggle up in 
your comfy chair for the finest in exotica, lounge, 
E-Z listening and space-age bachelor pad music. 
Your host: Johan Kugelsmooth featuring lifestyle 
hints and drink recipes from the Millionaire. 


8:00 GIVE THE DRUMMER SOME - Doug 
Schulkind eavesdrops as La Lupe dances a jig 
with Lord Buckley, Flavor Flav sips palm wine with 
Sister Carol, Oum Koulsoum plays patty cake with 
the Ellington saxophone section, and W.E.B. 
DuBois lectures over a chorus of Nyabinghi 
drummers. 


9:30 TERRE - A whipcrack cross-section of 
obscuro-punk, bedroom pop, 6T’s haze and burn, 
action jazz, Teutonic electronics, rust bucket 
blues and more. 


Midnight DIANE’S KAMIKAZE FUN 
MACHINE - Music to slaughter livestock to. 
5,000 factory farmers can’t be wrong. 


3:00 BRYCE - Have trouble distinguishing a 
trash compactor from an orchestra? Its OK. So do 
|. Help me stay awake during the show that 
sounds like you’re continually driving out of 
broadcast range. 


THURSDAY 
6:00 AM JM in the AM 


9:00 MEREDITH - Finally - a morning show for 
insomniacs. Coffee-induced psychosis and semi- 
coherent meanderings, accompanied by wailing 
guitars, pounding rhythms, sugar-sweet pop and 
cheesey old party tunes. 


Noon IRENE -A fairly gently-flowing stream of 
jazz/pop/rock/folk and a few twisted bits on the 
side. Ease yourself into memory lapse with a 
pleasant attitude adjustment. 


4:00 MARGARET - A carnival of bubblegum 
rock, psychedelia and punk with an industrial beat 
backdrop. Pop without the corn and rappers 
strewn about. 


6:00 ALAN WATTS LECTURE SERIES - 
Long-dead Zen-head holds forth on futile 
existence and takes your hand on a voyage 
through this vale of tears. Compelling and 
thought provoking rumsoaked ruminations 
punctuated by filterless-cigarette-induced 
hacking. 


WINKIE THE CAT 


& 


Left 


Stop or 
. Turn Turn 


Slow 


Right 


7:00 FABIO, ESQ. - Moldy recordings ranging 
from the unreasonable to the sublime: 50’s 
exotica; 60's psychedelia; 70’s fake polyester 
pop; avant-garde derived pop stylings and barely 
organized sounds by a cavalcade of 20th century 
Stars. 


9:30 PAT DUNCAN - He's been playing punk 
rock since before you were born. Live bands in 
the studio every week. 


Midnight RAYMOND FRANKS - Great music 
from all continents...ancient, current and futuristic. 
A revolutionary new view of the earth through 
music, shown in true proportion for the first time. 


3:00 PSEU BRAUN - Disconcerted mumblings 
from the over-tired zone and Pure Pop for 
Nodding People. 


FRIDAY 


6:00 JM in the AM 


9:00 STEVE KRINSKY - “All music is folk 
music,” Louis Armstrong once said. “I never heard 
a horse sing a song.” 


Noon ANDY WALTZER - water, cows, 
Bracelet: First we die, then we dance & sing & 
play. Forgetting to breathe is ok in the waiting. 
Trance tribal folk pounce, Australia, Ireland, red 
Bank, etc. 


3:00 JIM C. - Hop in my car for a three hour tour 
of musical neighborhoods where people look 
funny. Moody sounds, guitars, jazz, noise. I'll 
bring a map. 


6:00 AERIAL VIEW with CHRIS T. - Off your 
chest and on the air! This phone-in talk show 
features topical discussion on timely subjects and 
guests who often know of what they speak. 


7:00 THE HIP BONE with WM. BERGER - 
Acid Muzak for Lounge Popsters - New 
independent releases, space/drone instrumental 
noise, psychedelic 60's, soul, funk, classic jazz, 
and R&B, soundtracks, 70’s Euro-prog, 
dance/pop, home recorded tapes - none of your 
damn requests! 


9:30 BEAN - Moody, best described by one high 
school and one grammer school teacher: “Eeerily 
insightful, a nervous tapper, possesses more 
verbiage than judgement.” Phat rhythms and 
occasional visits by bathtub herbalist Chicklette. 


Midnight JEFF COBB - Stumbling through 
everything from ABBA to Z’ev as | bring you 
sounds to grind your sweet tooth by... 


3:00 DAN MACKTA - Tired and uninspired. Late 
night dj offers another light entertainment 
programme in WFMU's usual style. 


SATURDAY 


6:00 DAVID and GOLIATH with GEORGE 
FLORES - Christian rock and ministry. 


9:00 BROTHER PAUL - Bible scholar, gospel 
freak, wiseass, brings you a mellifluous melangé 
of traditional and otherwise gospel music, 
comedy, comments, live bands and interviews. 
Okay if you're not religious — neither is Bro. Paul 
and neither is Jesus. 


11:00 DAVE MANDL - Strange music from 
Europe, Downtown NYC, & elsewhere. Also, old 
70's junk best forgotten, lots of pop, and tirades 
about whatever's bugging him this week. 


1:00 RADIO THRIFT SHOP - Laura Cantrell 
sifts through the clip-on earrings, bowling trophies 
and discarded musical treasures. Bargains galore. 


3:00 THE HOUND and his radio family - The 
men don't know, but the llittle girls understand... 


6:00 WILDGIRL’S ROCKIN’ RACING - Hot 
cars, loud guitars. NHRA and IHRA national event 
qualifying reports, and local autosports news. 


9:00 FRANK O’TOOLE - Like: Pop with an 
edge. Noise with intelligence and/or a beat. Radio 
friendly political rap. Anything with media 
soundbites. Intelligent sampling. 


Midnight MICHAEL SHELLEY - 25% Soul, 
25% Pop, 25% Rock, 1% NRBQ, 1% dB’s, 1% 
The Muffs, 1% Nick Lowe, 10% autobiography, 
10% other, 1% unidentifiable matter. 


3:00 GREGG BIERMAN - Everything you 
wanted to know about Snow-globes. Plus De 
LaSoul, Tiger Trap, Sun Ra, Jackson 5. 


SUNDAY 


6:00 RAVEL LOGERIE - An eclectic mix of 
acoustic blues, electric zouk, African grooves and 
Texas swing. 


9:00 THE REGGAE SCHOOLROOM with 
JEFF SARGE - The Reggae ride, conscious 
music for the mind, lovers rock to satisfy the soul, 
dance hall to rock the backyard. Maximum 
respect, Jah live. 


Noon MR. JONES - Jah no dead but neither is 
Don Rickles. Popular music for the highly 
emotional. Swoon, swing & suffer with Sinatra. 


3:00 THE TEENAGE WASTELAND - HOST: 
BILL KELLY -| want to be remembered as the 
Jonathan Schwartz of 1960's garage rock. 
RRReal Rock & Roll. 


6:00 TERMINAL LOUNGE - Live guests, 
listener call-ins, ‘zine reviews, music, News of the 
Dead, and The adventures of Shape-O. All this, 
and Bronwyn “The lowa Firecracker” Carlton, too 


8:30 THE MUSIC FAUCET - Live music broad- 
casts from our palatial studios - plus occasional 
forays into Clubland - with your host Nick Hill. 


10:00 RIX - Spiritually located near Lucky Leo's 
arcade on the Seaside Heights boardwalk. 
Dysfunctional pop, spy music, droll soul, barbaric 
yawp. 


Midnight to midnight THE NICK HILL / JOHN 
SCHNALL ADDITIONAL MOMENT - An extra 
moment in your Sunday evenings. Guarantee: no 
time passes during the additional moment. 


MIDNIGHT MATINEE - John Schnall, host. An 
hour-long exploration of the silver screen, the 
cathode ray tube, and visual radio. 


1:00 JEFF DAVISON - Music from the shadows, 
blather, poetry and the weekly homile. The effable 
looking for its better half. 


3:00 MARIA LEVITSKY - A hit and/or misfit 
adventure in sound. The red-eye special for 
sufferers of mood swings and murderous romantic 
tendencies. (Experimental sounds, pop hits, 
bedtime stories.) 


Put a record on a turntable and start the phonograph 
running. Place your fingernail lightly on the grooves 
of the record. You will hear sound coming from your 
fingernail, and you will also feel the sound as the 
vibrations produced by the motion of your fingernail 
are transmitted along the bones of your arm. 
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DON'T WORRY, WE'RE COMPLETELY 


i 
+-sS0 YOU SEE, ALLTHIS WE HAVE THINK INNOCENT: IT'S 


TALK AGouT THE DONKEYS \ TANKS WORKING | | THE BULLETS 
WANTING To DO AWAY WITH THAT ARE 


TM SORRY 2 I JUST FEEL 

SO USELESS, AND You Satigy 
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[] Yes! | support freeform radio, WFMU, and the notion that ape must 


What you get: 
Name 


Address/ Apt 


CONTINUE YOUR 
CULTURAL EVOLUTION. 
JOIN WFMU. 


Far be it from me to rock 
the banana boat, but 


But we've 


= freeform radio is nearly never been 
Itshould ‘Rp x extinct, and we must do f driven to 
never have ee whatever is necessary to violence 


come to this. } ) preserve it. 


Desperate times 
call for desper- 
ate measures. 


I'm not 
comfortable 
with this. 
Couldn't I just 


Dare | tell them To. fii send them 
about the : a check 
coupon? ta Say or something? 


never kill ape, although not necessarily in that order. 


$10- a sticker & 4 
issues of LCD. 


$35-hairy knuckle 


City one FMU T-shirt & 
State / Zip refrigerator magnet. 


rate. the above, plus 


$65- the above, 
plus a 2nd shirt! 


Make check payable & mail to: 
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STATE Continued from page 1 

By golly, we won that war, and the rest is revi: 
sionist history. Everything was fine (with the 
exception of a mild fracas in the 1860's) wutil 
1934, when the Federal Communications 
Commission was established. Then the real 
paperwork began. It was in 1962 that Charlie 
Lundgren and WFMU's other forefathers decided 
to take the higher ground and move our transmit: 
ter to the top of the ridge. They hired some RCA 
engineers to survey the local hills and valleys for 
us, and in 1965, we moved our transmitter 
uptown. The move sent WFMU's signal into New 
York City, increasing the station's coverage area 
ten-fold, setting the stage for the freeform era 
that was to come. Three decades later, however, 
it turned out that those RCA engineers had been 
using government maps that were probably 
fraught with mistakes— errors that were insert- 
ed into our broadcast license and handed down 
unnoticed through the decades. But this was the 
pre-cambrian or pre-computer era, or both, and 
mistakes like this were common. 


There we were in 1969, perched high atop Mount 
Marcella on a tower we rented from a non-com- 
mercial religious station, radiating sounds that 
were accurately described as irreligious, playing 
album sides, making drug references, creating 
quite a sensation, when it all came screeching 
silently to a halt. The religious broadcaster, hear- 
ing what was coming from his tower, kicked us 
off. Upsala College, hearing what was coming 
over their radio station, padlocked the front door 
of Old Yeller, the dilapidated WFMU stronghold. 
Vin Scelsa and his wild-eyed DJ buddies said 
their goodbyes and moved on. And WFMU fell 
silent for nearly a year. 


Eventually the station signed on again, with an 
energetic, young, more frightened staff taking to 
the airwaves. Up on the mountain, we rented a 
parking spot from a nascent Sushi bar and erect- 
ed our very own tower made of used emory 

boards, steel wool and duct tape. We were only on 
the air half-time back then, but the call was out, 
and those who remembered that brief hot blast of 
freeform radio began crawling back to the station 
under cover of darkness. 


Meanwhile, the city of West Orange had its own 
plans, Neighboring municipalities had been 
experimenting with the notion of running 
water— there was crazy talk of dispensers in 
every home that would provide an endless supply 
of the stuff and prevent tooth decay at the same 
time! The town elders, fearing the flight of their 
citizenry to neighboring towns, decided to instl- 
tute running water themselves, which meant 
building a water tower in the highest part of 
town— right next to our broadcast tower, They 
collected water for weeks, until the tank was full, 
all hundred and fifty feet of it, When the big day 
came and they turned the spigot on, the water 
pressure was so great that it blew out pipes, fix- 


tubes and toilets all over West Orange. They 
laced (he Water Lower in too high ofa spot, and 
the pressure was more than the littl hamlet 
would bear, No iiatter— they simply drained the 
Water tower, leavitgd It two-thirds empty. But 
wHpLY OF Hot, Che Lower still loomed over our 
antoraas it has for seventeen years, blocking 
owe algal form Paramus to northern Manhattan. 


For this and other reasons, our signal has been 
drenched in static for decades, forcing dedicated 
FMU listeners to construct dangerous antennas 
comprised of coat hangers, speaker wire, tape, 
electrodes and semi-animated vegetable matter. 
But for fiNteen years, moving away from the water 
tower was out of the question for budgetary and 
organizational reasons, plus the fact that the FCC 
had squeezed other FM stations onto the dial so 
tightly that a transmitter move of any distance 
would have undoubtedly raised objections from 
other broadcasters. But unknown to us at the 
time, the objections were a'comin' nonetheless. 


In 1987 and 1988, a non-commercial religious 
broadcaster who had major cultural differences 
(as well as minor technical ones) with WFMU 
rifled through our FCC files in Washington. They 
uncovered the aforementioned technical glitch 
dating back to pre-computer government maps. 
Rather than informing us directly of the problem, 
in my opinion, they tipped off the four FM sta- 
tions who could directly capitalize on the error. 
Several of the managers and engineers from 
these other stations met in 1988 to discuss how 
and when to attack WFMU. In April of 1989, the 
lawyers were unleashed, and the other stations 
urged the FCC to either cut our power by half, or 
down to ten watts, or even to force us off the air 
altogether. They also took the opportunity to 
request power increases for themselves. In 
December of 1989, our legal and technical fees 
fighting this onslaught were $40,000—for one 
month alone. This happened at a time when 
WFMU was operating on an annual budget of 
$125,000. Overnight, the station's expenses more 
than doubled, even after we found five lawyers 
willing to donate their services. And that level of 
litigation lasted for four full years. Finally, last 
September, the FCC approved a negotiated set- 
tlement that allows WFMU to remain at full 
power provided we move our transmitter one mile 
away— something we wanted to do anyway. 
We'll be able to stay high atop the same ridge, but 
we'll be able to get out from behind that pesky 
water tower. The one catch is that the FCC has 
been holding our broadcast license in limbo 
throughout this affair, and they will not re-license 
us unless and until we complete our transmitter 
move, 


The FCC also granted a power increase to WSHU 
as part of our negotiated settlement. WSHU 
broadcasts at the same frequency as WFMU, so 
we were worried that their increase would be our 
Joss. Fortunately, very few people were affected 


by WSHU's power increase, which went into 
effect in December of 1993. Now we're waiting 
for WFUV to build their new transmitter facility. 
They will be doubling the height of their tower, 
which is tantamount to a power increase. When 
WFUV implements this change, it cold increase 
interference to WFMU, especially in the Bronx 
and upper Manhattan. We hope that any damage 
they do will be minor, and will be undone when 


Throughout our continuing travails, I hope we've 
demonstrated an unwavering commitment to 
diverse, spontaneous freeform radio. This strug- 
gle has cemented our commitment to our ideals 
and to our listeners, who've come through for us 
time and time again. But five years of relentless 
stressful to the internal machinations of WFMU. 
Now that the litigation is over, can we return to 
the station we were five years ago, or do we con- 
tinue growing into something for which there's 
really no precedent? After all, FMU isn't a “col- 
lege” station anymore, in the sense of being pro- 
grammed by college students. And it sare doesn't 
aspire to become another one of the Nina 
Totenberg-totebag-toting NPR affiliates that dot 
the electronic landscape. We don't even fit the 
American “community* radio model. While we are 
committed to serving many different "communi- 
ties," we don't achieve this by carving up our 
weekly program schedule into bite size programs 
that each address a different musical or political 
interest— a common approach for many sta- 
tions. As circumstances have forced us to grow, 
we have stayed true to our peculiar and frequent- 
ly contradictory ideals, but our growth has 
spawned many a long evening of philosophical 
debate at the station. WFMU is now at the cross- 
roads of reverting to a past that no longer exists 
or continuing an evolution that, up to now, had 
been mandated by external circumstances. 


From my vantage point, I don't feel like we have a 
lot of choice. The circumstances that led us to 
this point are far from over. Moving our transmit- 
ter is a good idea, and its also an FCC require- 
ment. Our plan to reach more listeners through 
new technologies is something that listeners and 
staff members have encouraged us to pursue for 
years, and it's now possible. For the first time 
since we moved to the top of the ridge in West 
Orange, we have the chance to improve the quali- 
ty of our signal and to reach new listeners. But 
we are still organizationally a small station that is 
overwhelmed with possibilities and with prob- 
lems. We need to accept our growth and our com- 
mitment to what we do, and build a station that 
can act assertively as well as react defensively. 
Freeform radio is an idea that has popped up con- 
tinually since the late Fifties, but it has a nasty 
habit of going sour or getting stamped out. At 
WFMU, it's lasted for nearly thirty years. If we 
could withstand the financial challenges of the 
STATE Continues on page 41 
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By golly, we won that war, and the rest is revi- 
sionist history. Everything was fine (with the 
exception of a mild fracas in the 1860's) until 
1934, when the Federal Communications 
Commission was established. Then the real 
paperwork began. It was in 1962 that Charlie 
Lundgren and WFMU's other forefathers decided 
to take the higher ground and move our transmit- 
ter to the top of the ridge. They hired some RCA 
engineers to survey the local hills and valleys for 
us, and in 1965, we moved our transmitter 
uptown. The move sent WFMU's signal into New 
York City, increasing the station's coverage area 
ten-fold, setting the stage for the freeform era 
that was to come. Three decades later, however, 
it turned out that those RCA engineers had been 
using government maps that were probably 
fraught with mistakes— errors that were insert- 
ed into our broadcast license and handed down 
unnoticed through the decades. But this was the 
pre-cambrian or pre-computer era, or both, and 
mistakes like this were common. 


There we were in 1969, perched high atop Mount 
Marcella on a tower we rented from a non-com- 
mercial religious station, radiating sounds that 
were accurately described as irreligious, playing 
album sides, making drug references, creating 
quite a sensation, when it all came screeching 
silently to a halt. The religious broadcaster, hear- 
ing what was coming from his tower, kicked us 
off. Upsala College, hearing what was coming 
over their radio station, padlocked the front door 
of Old Yeller, the dilapidated WFMU stronghold. 
Vin Scelsa and his wild-eyed DJ buddies said 
their goodbyes and moved on. And WFMU fell 
silent for nearly a year. 


Eventually the station signed on again, with an 
energetic, young, more frightened staff taking to 
the airwaves. Up on the mountain, we rented a 
parking spot from a nascent Sushi bar and erect- 
ed our very own tower made of used emory 

boards, steel wool and duct tape. We were only on 
the air half-time back then, but the call was out, 
and those who remembered that brief hot blast of 
freeform radio began crawling back to the station 
under cover of darkness. 


Meanwhile, the city of West Orange had its own 
plans. Neighboring municipalities had been 
experimenting with the notion of running 
water— there was crazy talk of dispensers in 
every home that would provide an endless supply 
of the stuff and prevent tooth decay at the same 
time! The town elders, fearing the flight of their 
citizenry to neighboring towns, decided to insti- 
tute running water themselves, which meant 
building a water tower in the highest part of 
town— right next to our broadcast tower. They 
collected water for weeks, until the tank was full, 
all hundred and fifty feet of it. When the big day 
came and they turned the spigot on, the water 
pressure was so great that it blew out pipes, fix- 


tures and toilets all over West Orange. They 
placed the water tower in too high of a spot, and 
the pressure was more than the little hamlet 
could bear. No matter— they simply drained the 
water tower, leaving it two-thirds empty. But 
empty or not, the tower still loomed over our 
antenna,as it has for seventeen years, blocking 
our signal from Paramus to northern Manhattan. 


For this and other reasons, our signal has been 
drenched in static for decades, forcing dedicated 
FMU listeners to construct dangerous antennas 
comprised of coat hangers, speaker wire, tape, 
electrodes and semi-animated vegetable matter. 
But for fifteen years, moving away from the water 
tower was out of the question for budgetary and 
organizational reasons, plus the fact that the FCC 
had squeezed other FM stations onto the dial so 
tightly that a transmitter move of any distance 
would have undoubtedly raised objections from 
other broadcasters. But unknown to us at the 
time, the objections were a'comin' nonetheless. 


In 1987 and 1988, a non-commercial religious 
broadcaster who had major cultural differences 
(as well as minor technical ones) with WFMU 
rifled through our FCC files in Washington. They 
uncovered the aforementioned technical glitch 
dating back to pre-computer government maps. 
Rather than informing us directly of the problem, 
in my opinion, they tipped off the four FM sta- 
tions who could directly capitalize on the error. 
Several of the managers and engineers from 
these other stations met in 1988 to discuss how 
and when to attack WFMU. In April of 1989, the 
lawyers were unleashed, and the other stations 
urged the FCC to either cut our power by half, or 
down to ten watts, or even to force us off the air 
altogether. They also took the opportunity to 
request power increases for themselves. In 
December of 1989, our legal and technical fees 
fighting this onslaught were $40,000—for one 
month alone. This happened at a time when 
WFMU was operating on an annual budget of 
$125,000. Overnight, the station's expenses more 
than doubled, even after we found five lawyers 
willing to donate their services. And that level of 
litigation lasted for four full years. Finally, last 
September, the FCC approved a negotiated set- 
tlement that allows WFMU to remain at full 
power provided we move our transmitter one mile 
away— something we wanted to do anyway. 
We'll be able to stay high atop the same ridge, but 
we'll be able to get out from behind that pesky 
water tower. The one catch is that the FCC has 
been holding our broadcast license in limbo 
throughout this affair, and they will not re-license 
us unless and until we complete our transmitter 
move. 


The FCC also granted a power increase to WSHU 
as part of our negotiated settlement. WSHU 
broadcasts at the same frequency as WFMU, so 
we were worried that their increase would be our 
loss, Fortunately, very few people were affected 


by WSHU's power increase, which went into 
effect in December of 1993. Now we're waiting 
for WFUV to build their new transmitter facility. 
They will be doubling the height of their tower, 
which is tantamount to a power increase. When 
WFUV implements this change, it cold increase 
interference to WFMU, especially in the Bronx 
and upper Manhattan. We hope that any damage 
they do will be minor, and will be undone when 
we build our new site. 


Throughout our continuing travails, I hope we've 
demonstrated an unwavering commitment to 
diverse, spontaneous freeform radio. This strug- 
gle has cemented our commitment to our ideals 
and to our listeners, who've come through for us 
time and time again. But five years of relentless 
fundraising and litigation have been enormously 
stressful to the internal machinations of WFMU. 
Now that the litigation is over, can we return to 
the station we were five years ago, or do we con- 
tinue growing into something for which there's 
really no precedent? After all, FMU isn't a "col- 
lege" station anymore, in the sense of being pro- 
grammed by college students. And it sure doesn't 
aspire to become another one of the Nina 
Totenberg-totebag-toting NPR affiliates that dot 
the electronic landscape. We don't even fit the 
American "community" radio model. While we are 
committed to serving many different "communi- 
ties," we don't achieve this by carving up our 
weekly program schedule into bite size programs 
that each address a different musical or political 
interest— a common approach for many sta- 
tions. As circumstances have forced us to grow, 
we have stayed true to our peculiar and frequent- 
ly contradictory ideals, but our growth has 
spawned many a long evening of philosophical 
debate at the station. WFMU is now at the cross- 
roads of reverting to a past that no longer exists 
or continuing an evolution that, up to now, had 
been mandated by external circumstances. 


From my vantage point, I don't feel like we have a 
lot of choice. The circumstances that led us to 
this point are far from over. Moving our transmit- 
ter is a good idea, and its also an FCC require- 
ment. Our plan to reach more listeners through 
new technologies is something that listeners and 
staff members have encouraged us to pursue for 
years, and it's now possible. For the first time 
since we moved to the top of the ridge in West 
Orange, we have the chance to improve the quali- 
ty of our signal and to reach new listeners. But 
we are still organizationally a small station that is 
overwhelmed with possibilities and with prob- 
lems. We need to accept our growth and our com- 
mitment to what we do, and build a station that 
can act assertively as well as react defensively. 
Freeform radio is an idea that has popped up con- 
tinually since the late Fifties, but it has a nasty 
habit of going sour or getting stamped out. At 
WFMU, it's lasted for nearly thirty years. If we 
could withstand the financial challenges of the 
STATE Continues on page 41 


N.J. RECORD COLLECTORS 
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SUNDAY, APRIL 10 (9am - 3:30pm) 


COACHMAN INN - CRANFORD 
Just off Exit 136 of the Garden State Parkway 


SUNDAY, MAY 22 (9am - 4pm) 
HOLIDAY INN - CHERRY HILL 


Route 70 & Sayers Ave. 
(3 miles west of 1-295) 


Admission $ 3.50 (each show) 
($ 3.00 with this ad - photocopies acceptable) 


Hourly Door Prizes (incl. $50 gift certificate) 


For more info: Larry Garland (609) 737-7374 
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Send $1 for catalog and updates 


955 BONIFANT STREET, DEPT. TO 
SILVER SPRING, MARYLAND 20910 
(301) 588-4695 » FAX (301) 495-3105 
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*Digidesign Intelligent 


Noise Reduction -- New! 

Multi-track Digital recording,ADR, 

mixing,sweetening,Extensive MIDI, 

live room,digital signal processing 
8 track - 2 track - 3/4" video lockup 


Low Rates/Great Engineers! 
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SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY AND 
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AND POSTERS 
v 


NEARLY 1,000 
DIFFERENT TOYS, MASKS & GAMES 
TO SELECT FROM 
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PLUS MANY MORE OBSCURE 
AND UNIQUE ITEMS 


LINER NOTES Continued from page 5 

This is what “BEYOND THE VALLEY OF 
THE DOLLS” is all about. A sensual feast 
that will light your fire 

Only a heavy group like 20th Century 
Fox had the power to bring this switched 
on thing to the screen. But to bring it to 
mind bending life, they first had to find 
its soul. Find a man who would mold, 
shape, and breath life into his creation 
The man they looked to was RUSS 
MEYER. He filled his film with a driving 
power and knew that the music would 
have to match it, beat for beat 

Your cake has frosting. Groove with the 
haunting beauty of the title song, as THE 
ie. PERS make it flow so easily that 
it will feel like a caress 

A extra kick is the zonked out sound of 
THE STRAWBERRY ALARM CLOCK doin’ 
their way out thing 

Words cannot tell you anything about 
music. Only your ears can. Your ears and 
that special inner place where you feel it 
With that thought in mind, please 
remove the 12 inch, finely grooved disk 
you will find inside this cover Lay it gen- 
tly on your machine, drop in the needle, 


close your eyes and open your mind 


THE TimE is Now 
Let HazLEwoop 


Lee Hazlewoodism. Its Cause and Cure 

When! sit on my immedicable rubber log 
writing songs about girls named Naomi 
and Phaedra...for girls named Nancy and 
Suzi Jane... it suddenly occurs to me.. 
“Some of these songs may outlive the 
twently 
in the: men’s room of the Greyhound Bus 
Station in Three Rivers, Texas 

It is my secret wish that people will 
remember the twently-five cent ball point 
pen and forget the songs... but deep down 
in my scotch scarred heart I know this can 
never be 

Only this morning I discovered my ball 
point pen hasa very rare liver ailment and 
will never write another Christmas. When I 
made this discovery, my sterile mild jarred 
my very being with this pregnant thought: 
“If the United States would allot just a 
fraction of the monies it spends on the Viet 
Nam War to liver research for ball point 
pens, what a happy old world this could be.” 

Iam not a brave man. I am loaded with 
fears. I am afraid of underground movies 
I am afraid of wards and toads bearing 
false gifts. Iam afraid of LSD and least but 
not last, I am afraid of Virginia Woolf 

My fears have caused my friend August 
much concern 
sary for me to acquire many worldly pos- 


-fiv ecent ball point pen I purchased 


and have made it neces 


sessions. | humbly own the following stuff 


a 1929 Ford that has been repossessed 
over 300 times 


a World War II plane spotter named 
Virgil (purchased ata surplus store in 
Phoenix for $30 ...seconds before a 400 
pound pill carshed through the roof of 
the aforementioned store demoishing 
the left great toe on the right great foot 
of the owner of the said surplus store) 


an unmatched set of glow-in-the-dark 
cuff links...made from the complete liter 


purchased 

from a young bicycle thief who had had 
his wrists pierced so he could wear the 

links with short sleeved sports shirts 


ary works of John Lennon 


one unpublished Bob Dylan song..almost 
understandable 

one Joan Baez slightly used income tax 
form 

THESE ARE MY TREASURES...LONG MAY 
THEY WAVE 


BAcKBEAT SyMPHONYy 


101 Srrincs 


Perhaps this program will raise eyebrows 
and be declared as the w rong treatment to 
these immortal classics. However, for the 
older listener who does not approve and 
considers this a desecration of classical 
works, we offer the following reasoning 
that led to the production of this album: 

As a group, the teen-ager as the highest 
musical appetite in the world today And 
too often this appetite for music (predomi- 
nated by rhythmic, danceable tunes) must 
be satisfied with badly written songs with 
borderline obscene lyrics. For teen-age 
audiences, the beat is here. The longhair 
and parent alike should accept this fact. It 
is not wrong. It is wrong only when satis- 
fied by material of inferior content. If the 
teen-ager is to dev elop musical tastes along 
with other maturities it can be readily 
appreciated that an exposure to good music 
in some form is a prerequisite to this devel- 
opment. It is the opinion of musically hon- 
est people that anything done well for what 
it is, is good, providing it fills the need of 
natural expression. And after all, the 
majority of our greatest composers were 
considered very “far out” in their day, when 
they conceived the lovely meodies in this 


album. 33 


NEOTRADITIONAL Music: BLENDING 


Tarika Sammy in traditional 
instrument- 
eating 
ritual 


* 


1 the 

Spring of 

1993 Tarika Sammy, 
a quartet from the Malagasy 


Republic on the Indian Ocean island of 
Madagascar, did its first tour of the States. 
Of course many African bands do interna- 
tional tours so it wouldn't seem to be a big 
deal that 
the group was here. But there was a spe- 
cial significance to its success here as well 
as in previous tours of Europe - a success- 
ful tour abroad invariably gives a band 
instant credibility and hence increased 
popularity at home. And Tarika Sammy is 
doing something that few bands in 
Madagascar before it have done — it is 
combining elements of traditional and pop- 
ular music. Until recently, most popular 
bands in Madagascar stuck to Western- 
style sentimental ballads and AOR-type 
rock or borrowed styles from other African 
countries. Now that Tarika Sammy has 
become popular, other bands back in 
Madagascar are following its lead and a 
whole new strain of folk-pop or “neotradi- 
tional" music is developing on the island. 
One ofthe most interesting musical 
developments in the post-colonial world has 
been the creation of new hybrid folk-pop 
genres as traditional and modern styles of 
music have been brought together. 
Sometimes traditional styles gradually 
evolve into thesé “neotraditional” hybrids as 
they absorb outside elements. In other 
cases a more “revolutionary” pattern of 
growth occurs when musicians (often alien- 
ated university students searching for their 
roots) or governments invent hybrids as a 
means of reintroducing tradition to the peo- 
ple in an accessible, contemporary context. 
Neotraditional music is identical to 
other pop forms in terms of func- 
tion, means of trans- 
mission and 
perfor- 


mance 


settings. While most traditional music is 
linked to a specific function or ritual, neo- 
traditional music like other pop forms exists 
primarily as entertainment. It is no longer 
linked directly to ritual. It is performed in 
clubs and concert halls rather than at a 
time and place dictated by tradition. 

Also like pop music, neotraditional 
music is performed by professional musi- 
cians - or at least by musicians with profes- 
sional role models - whereas purely tradi- 
tional music is not. A “star system” exists 
with the most famous performers having 
special status within the society. And 
rather than being passed along orally as 
traditional music would be, neotraditional 
songs like pop songs are often learned from 
radio, recordings and other mass media. 

Traditional culture, including music, 
is declining around the world for many rea- 
sons. Cityfolk may reject the old traditions 
of rural life, including music, for being too 
*uncivilized" or "hick". Often the only way 
to keep traditional music alive is to create 
state-subsidized ensembles that act as 
preservationists, faithfully re-creating the 
music of an idealized past. At this point, 
one could question whether the music is 
Teally “alive” at all, or just a museum piece. 

What makes neotraditional music 
exciting is that within a modern music pro- 
duction framework, it provides a living alter- 
native to self-conscious preservation of tra- 
dition. In a way it allows people to have 
their cake and eat it too - to learn about 
and gain respect for their own culture, even 
while going to discos and clubs, buying 

records, worshiping pop stars 
and generally staying 
connected to 
the multi- 


Pasr AND PRESENT 


BY ROB WEISBERG 


media multi- 
cultural global 
urban behemoth. 

While there are neotraditional ele- 
ments in much of the world's pop music, 
we'll turn our attention for the rest of this 
article to a few of the places where strong 
neotraditonal scenes have developed rela- 
tively recently. 

OKINAWA: SHIMA UTA FOR SINGLES 

In Okinawa, a handful of bands are 
making a very conscious effort to arouse 
interest in traditional music by adding a 
modern touch. The attitude is summed up 
in a quote from Misako Koja of the band 
Nenes in the October ‘93 issue of Folk Roots 
magazine: “Young Okinawans are alienated 
from their culture. They don't like sanshin 
(the Okinawan version of the shamisen, a 
banjo-like instrument) or shima uta (“island 
songs” - the traditional Okinawan songs). 
They even feel embarrassed when they hear 
them. We want to make these songs more 
accessible to them,and they'll realize that it 
is in fact great music.” 

Shoukichi Kina, son of esteemed 
Okinawan sanshin player Kina Syoei, initi- 
ated the neotraditional movement in 1966 
when he formed his group Champloose 
(“chample” means “mix” in Okinawan). 
Applying rock guitar licks to his sanshin, he 
developed a rambunctious style which is 
captured at its peak on a 1977 live album 
recently re-released by Globestyle. In recent 
years Kina has drifted away from his 
Okinawan roots, although 1991's “In Love” 
marked a shift back in that direction. 

Besides Kina and Nenes, another 
major player in the Okinawan neotradition- 
al scene is Teruya Rinken - also the son of a 
famous traditional musician - and his band 
Rinkenband. All of the artists are con- 
cerned with promoting Okinawan, culture 
and language, which for many years was 
suppressed by the Japanese and. is still 
often looked downuponsAll sing in 
Okinawan dialect ratherthan Japanese: 
THAILAND: MOR LAM GOES MODERN 

The popular musie of Thailand, as 
Peter Manuel notes in Popular Musies of the 
Non-Western World, is for the most'part fair- 
ly Westernized. He attributes this in part to 
the fact that Thailand, like Japan, was 
never colonized by the West and thus unlike 
other countries never had a political mis- 
sion to culturally de-Europeanize, which 
others did as a symbolic means of shaking 
off the colonial yoke. 

A challenge to this trend has arisen 
recently, as a new generation of singers 
have begun to make modernized versions of 
mor lam, a genre from Isan (northeastern 
Thailand) to a national audience. 


England's Premi: Bhangra bad 
boys who aren't afraid to 
wear matching 
lamé outfits 


There 7 
have been excel- t 
lent professional Y 
ensembles from Isan play- o 
ing new songs in the traditional 
style, with traditional instruments. for quite 
a while (see the Globestyle recording, “The 
Flower of Isan"). Now, Bangkok-based artists 
are replacing the distinctive Thai mouth 
organ, the khaen: the wot (rotary panpipe) 
and the pin (a 3-string modally fretted guitar- 
like instrument) with electronic keyboards, 
guitars and horns. One of the most popular 
is Chintara Phunlarb, whose recordings can 
be found at Thai shops in Chinatown. There 
are also new electric variants of mor lam 
glawn, a male/female narrative vocal form. 
In addition, Thai rock bands have been 
known to work the occasional mor lam song 
into their repertoires, suggesting solidarity 
with the underprivileged in the process since 
Isan is the poorest part of the country. 

As is often the case with neotraditional 
music, the music is most popular among 
those with strong rural roots, such as the 
migrant workers who live in Bangkok slums. 
ZIMBABWE: MBIRA MAYHEM 

Zimbabwe's neotraditional music is 
relatively well-known abroad thanks to 
Thomas Mapfumo and his band Blacks 
Unlimited. Mapfumo's trademark is the 
“mbira” guitar style developed when melodies 
and rhythms from a traditional metal-keyed 
plucked instrument, the mbira, were trans- 
ferred to the guitar by his guitarist Jonah 
Sithole, It's not clear whether Mapfumo and 
Sithole were the first to do this, but they cer- 
tainly were the first to have hit records doing 
it, thereby giving the style credibility. 

As Mapfumo came of age in the early 
1970s, clubowners in white-governed 
Zimbabwe (then Rhodesia) preferred bands 
that did covers of American soul and rock 
and roll tunes to more African-sounding 
music, So Mapfumo and many of his peers 
got their professional starts copying people 
like Elvis and Tom Jones. They had little 
choice since the record companies in the 
country weren't pressing any African-style 
music, (Zimbabwean musician Fred Zindi 
charges the government of the time with 
active suppression of African culture tn his 


4 
s) , 
ade 


Roots 
Rocking in Zimbabwe). There had been pop- 
ular African-based music in Rhodesia prior 
to the 1970s, but it the music generally drew 
its African elements from South African and 
Zairean rather than Zimbabwean sources. 
But with the seventies came 
Zimbabwe's revolutionary war, as the coun- 
trys black majority fought for and eventually 
won the vote and hence control of the gov- 
ernment and economy. This stirred a wave 
of cultural pride among black Zimbabweans, 
especially among the many urban blacks 
who according to Zindi previously considered 
African music ‘uncivilized’, Fans of African 
music had no choice but to re-orient them- 
selves towards locally-produced music since 
the war dried up the supply of South African 
and Zairean imports, The record companies 
then did an about-face and started recording 
local African bands. 


Mapfumo and Sithole's electric mbira sound 
(which Mapfumo calls chimurenga “libera- 
tion’) gelled on the 1976 album Hokoyo. The 
Bhundu Boys,and other bands play.a style 
called jit which also incorporates the mbira- 
guitar sound and rhythm, Stella Chiweshe 
is notable for having popularized a style one 
step closer to tradition, using more mbiras 
and traditional percussion and fewer electric 
instruments, This is ironic since she flew in 
the face of tradition by doing things only men 
were supposed to do — playing the mbira and 


acting as a 
“spirit medium” 
(using the instrument 
to contact ancestral spirits). 
UK/INDIA: BHANGRA 
BLITZKRIEG 

Like mor lam, bhangra is a regional 
traditional music - in this case New Year's or 
harvest festival music from the Punjab - that 
has been electrified and modernized. But 
unlike mor lam, bhangra’s neotraditional 
development took place outside of its country 
of origin, and the scope of electric bhangra 
includes adaptations of other types of Indian 
music including the already neotraditional 
Indian film music (does film music become 
neo-neotraditional once bhangrafied?). 

England is the birthplace of electric 
bhangra. Semiprofessional wedding bands 
from the Southall section of London, 
Bradford and the Midlands had long been 
playing folksongs as well as covers of popular 
Indian film tunes. In the late seventies some 
Punjabi bands began to experiment with 
electric guitars, synthesizers and drum 
machines while maintaining the heavy beat 
of the traditional Punjabi drums, the dhol 
and dholak. A breakthrough came about a 
decade ago when Southall’s Alaap became 
the firstsuch band to make a record. 

Now there are scores of recording 
artists and a handful of bhangra-oriented 
record labels in England. The style of the 
musie covers a wide range. Alaap still has a 
strong film-music element to its sound, while 
Apna Sangeet seems to rely more exclusively 
on the Punjabi harvest rhythm. Heera’s 
eclecticism has led them to experiment with 
Afro-caribbean beats. Then there are groups 
like New Pardesi Music Machine and 
Bhangramuflin, who plug bhangra and film 
miusie¢ into high-energy house, hip-hop and 
dancehall reggae beats, and bhangra club 
DJs who apply scratching and mixing tech- 
niques to South Asian music. Despite the 
big South Asian population in the New York 
area, there is no band scene to rival the one 
in England. However, bhangra-oriented 
dance parties are quite common. Bally 
Sagoo, a famous bhangra DJ and rapper, 
has made appearances here. 


Neotraditional Music Continued on page 48 


Those Nutty Listeners Dept. Once again the WFMU audience nevers fails to please. Here are but a few 
responses to this potentially volatile query on the 1994 marathon survey: 
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KURT CoBAW wv DW... UMM... HOW 
‘ARaivEeDvEeRc: Roma” po You SAY COMA 
IN ITALIAN? 


Dear Max, 


We ain’t spoken in a Ot eae being in different 
social circles, or spirals, or uh, spectrums. But I was 
wondering how y’all are doing. Over on this plane, 
plans are not gelling. The Yanks embarrassed me, 
making me look stupid for picking them to win. I 
can’t live that down, nor the choice of Colorado to 
win the N.L. West. Now the weather is getting cold, 
colder, freezing me like a corpse in cryonic 
suspension, like the tit of the witch who licks her 
chops in lust for her offering of a nanny-goat. 


On top of that I spent a few weeks being 
possessed by some rogue and rotten demon., who 
put foul words in my mouth and forced me to go 
about provoking both enemies and friends alike. I 
took out the yellow pages, called every entry under 
the heading “churches” and proceeded to verbally 
abuse whichever poor, god-damned nun who was 
unfortunate enough to get in my way. 


But that’s no excuse for what Ben Franklin did. 
They say early to bed and early to rise, but that is 
little else than a smokescreen for the horrible truth. 
Travelling through the 18th Century, I found an 
amazing book gathering dust in a bibliotheque, 
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confessions of a colonial altar-boy, who had long, 
involved stories detailing Franklin’s astonishing 
obsession with the tender flesh of budding Catholic 
boys. Apparently, he misinterpreted the biblical 
truism that “Jesus loves the little children of the 
world,” but Ben applied all his heart and soul ina 
misguided dedication to live his life in the manner of 
“My Lord.” When Samuel Adams found out what 
was happening, he nearly ripped out Ben’s 
“lightening rod,” but he had to suppress the 
information lest the whole Revolution be put in risk. 


So Max, I just thought I’d drop you a line, since 
you've known Franklin personally for so many years. 
Is or was such a thing possible, or will it be? Is it 
possible, as the author claimed, that Ben was a slave 
to having “his jewelry bag tickled incessently and 
with great intensity?” And what of Sam Adams, 
apparently a hypocrite to radicalism? Did he 
compromise his beliefs for political gain? Perhaps I 
should contact the Time-travelling Tabloid 
Researchers whose propagation has changed all the 
world’s perception of “history” and “fact.” 


Now that the Yanks are out of it, I can see things 
much more objectively. More than ever, in the clear 


morning light by the bay in January, the truth can no 
longer be mistaken: sports are the manifestation, the 
infestation, of the Termites of Nationalism, the blood- 
lust of the most barbaric marauding killer Cossack 
Huns who thrived on plummeting spears between 
the eyes of their enemies, now inhabiting the bodies, 
the bodice, of all the fat, slobbering, drooling, 
Pavlovian consumer-vermin who lend their collective 
power (buying-power) to the Great Sadistic Torturer. 
And as the growing, throbbing masses whip 
themselves into their frenzy of Regionalism, the 
Psychic Whirlpool Wormhole prepares to grind all of 
them into Elmer’s Glue. Why do you think Elmer 
used the symbol of the cow, that cud-chewing 
slaughter-bound automation of the animal kingdom, 
to represent the essence of its adhesion? 


But when one visits the Stadium, which as a rule 
for each of the past five years was empty, its scary to 
have thousands upon thousands of fair-weather fans 
hypnotized into believing in the vicarious experience 
of utter superiority, bolstered by the Beer of Absurd 
Rip-off gags while the puppeteers cackle with glee. In 
fact, there is only one clear and infallible solution. All 
alcohol must be banned from stadiums, and it should 
be replaced by LSD-spiked lemonade. Get rid of the 
drunks , cultivate the freaks. Also, replace all 
ballpark food with organic vegetables and dip. And 


while you're at it, legalize all narcotics, and replace 
the police state with treatment programs and 
mandatory psycho-analysis for all Americans. 
Outlaw lobbyists, sequester Congress when in 
session. And set a salary limit for doctors at $11,000 a 
year. Weed out the greed. This program is workable! 
— If only Charles DeGaulle was here. 


Still, one cannot escape the conclusion that 
Human Race Extinction is the only possible solution 
to the Horrors of the Mob. Meaning the all- 
encompassing Mob, that lumbering monstrosity who 
directs the actions of the specialized strong-arm 
pyramid-enforcing Mobsters. D’amato and Giuliani, 
those fascist demagogues, lackeys of the Mob, have 
recurrent nightmares about Fidel Castro at age 110. 
But now they’re rubbing their hands together, 
drooling at the thought that one day soon they may 
return to the Glory of the Throne of Havana, where 
they can fulfill their lifelong dream: to prop up their 
Disneyland of Decadence, kick their heels up on their 
desks, light up that smooth Havana cigar, have the 
beautiful prostitutes massage them, and indulge in 
all the joys of Kapitalism. Corruption can be fun! 


Write back soon, Max. 
Until my next hallucination, I remain 


“Me” 
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STATE Continued from page 31 
last five years without selling out, I think we can 
be trusted to make it last even longer. Freeform 
radio doesn't have to be incompatible with orga- 
nizational and financial stability. If it can happen 
anywhere, it's at WFMU. 


As far as the transmitter move goes, we received 
apermit from the FCC to change our transmitter 
location from the present site to a new tower one 
mile to the south. We estimate that it will cost 
about $100,000 to accomplish this. The reason 
that it could be so expensive is that we will be 
building an entirely new transmitter facility, not 
moving our current one. We feel that it would be 
too risky to dismantle our current transmitter 

site and reassemble it at a new location. Any 
number of things could happen that would result 
inus being off the air for weeks or months. Since 
we are buying new equipment, we want to get the 
kind of material that will actually improve the 
quality of our signal. Moving out from behind the 
water tower will improve things for listeners who 
are currently in the shadow of the water tower, 
but a better antenna (cost: $25,000) and better 
audio processing (cost: $15,000) should improve 
things for all listeners. Once we have moved, we 
want to use our present site as a back-up if a dis- 
aster or act of God prevents the use of our new 
site. This will mean that after we move, we will 
have to maintain two separate transmitter sites. 


We still don't know when we will make the move. 
We're still trying to figure out how to raise all of 
the needed money, and we're also trying to work 
out some logistical problems with our future 
landlord. Our recent marathon was our most suc- 
cessful one ever, raising almost $300,000 with 

over 6400 pledges, But we're still short of all the 
funds that may be necessary to accomplish the 
move, But we did raise a big part of the needed 
money, and we have more fundraising events 
planned, like our second record fair at the Elks 
Lodge in Hoboken on May 21st and 22nd. And we 
plan to follow-up our successful mail-order cata- 
logue with a new issue this Fall. 


Our marathons are a lot of fun, but they've 
become a year-round effort, from the beginning 
of the preparations in January to the end of the 
prize and T-shirt fulfillment in December. 

We're trying to shorten that period to a few 
months to cut down on the wear and tear of the 
marathon on the paid staff and regular volun- 
teers. We will send out this year's stuff sooner 
than usual, and next year we hope to have all 


the premiums at the station by the beginning 
of the drive, 


Our finances have also been squeezed in recent 
years by a changing financial relationship with 

's owner, Upsala College. As Upsala's own 
belt has tightened, WFMU has become more self- 
reliant than we were even two years ago. Until 
Very recently, WFMU only had to reimburse the 


college for WFMU-related expenses qfter our fund 
drive money was collected. Now, we must reim- 
burse, and even pre-pay these expenses on a 
monthly basis. Additionally, we must pay for all 
maintenance, repairs and janitorial service on 
the college building we occupy. The winter of '93- 
'94 was an unkind reminder of the structural 
problems our house has. 

We're trying to assemble a new team to grapple 
with these problems. Bill Suggs' resignation last 
Fall left us with a vacancy in the General 
Manager's department which we're still trying to 
fill. We hope to have a replacement chosen and 
ready to start this summer. Once that job is filled, 
I'll be spending less of my time with the day to 
day management of the station and more time 
trying to improve the station's signal, finding new 
ways to distribute it, and raising the money to 
accomplish both. 


David Newgarden also recently decided it was 
time to move on to other projects. David has been 
our Program Director for the last four years and 
our Music Director/Conscience for the last seven. 
His dedication to WFMU is astounding, his musi- 
cal knowledge is encyclopedic, he boils a mean 
bowl of water and he gets the world's quickest 
haircuts. He's also organized over a dozen suc- 
cessful fundraising concerts and events for FMU 
over the years. He has had an enormous influ- 
ence on the kind of station WFMU is today, and 
he will be a tough act to follow. While we search 
for a permanent replacement for the Music 
Director position, I've taken on David's Program 
Director duties (something I did from 1985-1990), 
and the great Gaylord Fields is holding things 
down in the music department. David has also 
given up his weekly Monday morning show while 
he starts a new job, but his program will reappear 
when our schedule gets reshuffled this summer. 


One staff member who will not be returning to 
the air is Val Sebastiano, who died last December 
of complications from AIDS. Val was without 
doubt the sweetest soul to grace WFMU, and for 
fifteen years, he dedicated himself to the station 
with a great attitude and a lack of ego that was 
refreshing. We will miss him and the great radio 
he did for all of us. We've printed staff remem- 
brances of Val elsewhere in this issue. 


One of the most common suggestions we get 
from listeners is to publish this here rag more 
frequently, and to distribute our schedule 
changes promptly. Needless to say, we've had 
trouble doing this, but we're going to really give 
it a try. It may mean scaling down LCD a bit 
until we can get it coming out routinely. We 
may also have to send schedule changes out on 
postcards until we can get the LCD production 
schedule working with the regularity of a well 
fed farm animal. Big thanks to Dave the Spazz 
and Burt Schlatter, who braved every possible 
pitfall of pro-bono work and non-profit publish- 
ing to get this issue to the printer. 


FCC Funnies continued from page 4 

And just what does the FCC mean by that term “public 
interest?” Well, they recently decided that home shop- 
ping channels provide an “important public service,” 
and passed a law forcing cable franchises to carry the 
signals of such stations in their area. This is great news 
for TV stations that operate home shopping formats on 
low power or UHF channels. Now, local cable franchises 
are forced by law to put the station on their roster of 
channels. As if he hadn’t heard the news, Clinton’s new 
FCC guy, Reed Hundt, was quoted as saying “Television 
is not a toaster.” He was speaking to an broadcast trade 
group, and he meant it. 


The constitutionality of the FCC language policies went 
to the Washington DC Court of Appeals (one step from 
the Supreme Court) in November. The DC court ruled 
that the FCC could continue to ban “indecent” speech, 
but not too much. Specifically, the court told the FCC 
that its proposed 6am - Midnite ban on nasty things was 
too long. So the FCC said fine, we’ll only ban things 
from 6am until 8pm. The Supreme Court was averted, 
for now. 


Whenever our society is confronted with complex social 
policy issues like these, we turn to our scholars, our 
philosophers. This is why, in this era of Beavis and 
Butthead, we turn to Howard Stern. The FCC has con- 
tinued to heap fines on Sterns parent company, Infinity 
Broadcasting. Infinity is the second largest radio com- 
pany in the country, and will probably soon be the 
biggest. They have refused to pay the fines, preferring 
appeals, high level schmoozing and lobbying firms to 
plead their case. 


Then the FCC threatened to block Infinity's purchase of 
three more FM stations for 170 million dollars, saying 
that Stern’s interest in lesbians and farting made 
Infinity unqualified to hold broadcast licenses. 

Infinity's stock dropped fifteen per cent. A Supreme 
Court showdown looked likely. Then, two days later, the 
FCC acknowledged that if Infinity were unqualified to 
hold licenses for the three new stations, then it would 
also be unqualified to hold the twenty licenses it 
already has. They conceded that they could never strip 
twenty licenses away from an industry titan like 
Infinity, and Infinity's stock started recovering. Stay 
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Found Letters Continued from page 9 
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CONCERNING “CONTROL” WAS INCORRECT, 2 
IF YOU DO. NOT WANT PEOPLE FIGHTING BECOUSE OF TWO eto pei ort 
WATCH A DIFFERNT CHANNEL AT THE SAME TIMETHEN YOU em Te Oe ee ee waues 
ONE CHANNEL AND LOCK IT ON THAT CHANNELYOU CAN LOC igh hee Piicnto 
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PLACE WHERE THE CHANNEL KNOB ta 7 CAME FROM, OR YOU t 


* THE TV HAS NO CHANNEL DILE AND THE 
ECTING PART WHERE THE KNOB CAME FROM, NOW HE ON ONE CHANNEL CAN ana ie 
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EXCUSE ME,SOME OF THE INFORMATION 


THE 
TV CHANNEL CAN NOT BE CHANGED LOCKING ; et, 
FIGHTING, YOU CAN ALSO GLUE SOMETHING OVER THE HOLE WHERETHE TV AN 


KNOB WAS CONNECTED, 


This xeroxed sheet was tucked under the windshield wiper of an FMU DJ's car. 
Follow the instructions on this sheet and family disputes magically disappear! 


SBE SEEN a eMC FET TE 


Dear LCD - For your found letters 
column - this “business proposal” was 
actually dropped off at the record store a 
couple of shops up from our office. Ouch! 

— Steve, Cuneiform Records 


Business Proposal 
Submitted by: Stephanie Cooper 
The purpose of this proposition is to 
request. Please loan me a music rehearsal 
room ona short term basis. My anticipated 
outcome is to coordinate a music inventory 
sale. My accomplishment hopes are to offer 
your Music Tenants a Promotional Agent. This 
project is crucial for fundraising towards 
developing a reputation of increasing music 
recording sales. Performances, also. 


While there are hundreds of publicists 
throughout Manhattan. I am distinguishable 
by my Professional skills. I intend to sell 
Musicians and Singers, regardless of their 
reputation and economic level. 


| am computer literate. | have mastered 5 
musical instruments. I sung in my church 
choir as a child. I have 7 years of work 
experience in Communications work. 
Including Broadway. I have a college degree 
from the University of Bridgeport. Simply 
request my resume for more information. 


My personal attributes make me an asset 
in a Music Building. I am independent, 
articulate, courteous, tidy and trustworthy. I 
am a member of Planetary, Writing and Name 
clubs. My hobbies are avid reading, traveling 
and art. 


This is a description of the Music Sale. 
Since sales are the standard exchange of 
increasing revenue, I believe a sale will be a 
success. I will gather inventory through 


requested donations. You will kindly loan 

me a Rehearsal Room to complete final 
details, arrangements and inventory receiving. 
I will schedule the Sale date with you. Soon 
after receiving a variety of necessary 
inventory. You benefit because you receive a 
percentage of the financial profit. Customers 
benefit by listening to recordings at a 
reasonable price. I benefit because I earn the 
basic money required to continue meeting the 
work needs of Musicians. 


My alternative request of your Music 
Building is for realistic donations towards 
my budget: 


1. Stamps (Books $5.90 each) 
2. Paper 

3. Envelopes 

4. Typewriter 

5. Folders 

6. Pens 

7. Subway Tokens ($1.25 each) 
8. Music related items 


9, Financial donations of 
any amount. (Cash Only) 


] will evaluate the Music Sale for your 
future business donations. Customer traffic 
will be counted. A final report and receipt 
will be sent to you. 


Your Music Building can feel secure 
about presenting me with a flexible 
donation. For proof responsible donations, 
conveniently investigate the following ideas. 
Read the Marlo book written by Desmond 
Atholi. Shop in the many $1 stores. Visit the 
Kennedy Center in DC, where donors are 
engraved in marble stone. You will feel 
positive the Music Sale is an achievement. 


The direct returns for your donation will 
be the many new and continuing renters. 
The Galaxy Company will be launched. 
Please telephone me soon to arrange an 
acquaintance meeting. 


What follows is an edited version of a four page tract that was 
shipped under the front door of a WFMU BJ's Brooklyn apartment. 
Our apologies to the Staten Island Chamber of Commerce. 


are the events of my birth. Joe Kennedy paid two families, the 
Murphy's and the Sullivans to produce a child. Mary Murphy and 
Thomas Sullivan (an FBI agent) produced twin boys. These boys were sold to 
the Kennedy family and then given to employees of the Kennedy’s and 
Crawfords. They are Devil Worshippers. They and the Kennedy’s belong to a 
world-wide cult that worships Satan. 

The twins were taken to the Crawford home in Mariners Harbor, Staten 
Island and sexually molested as infants, then placed in Mount Loretta 
Orphanage until the age of three. 

In 1949 the boys were sent to the Brown's, a family that lived on 
Merriman Ave. in Westerleigh, Staten Island. They were repeatedly molested 
on the instructions of Joe Kennedy by the Browns and the Sullivans. 


M y name is Ed Porter. I was born on Staten Island, NY, in 1945, these 


to Sevica Street, S.I., a rat infested bungalow with no heat. A short time later 
my brother and I were separated and I have never seen him since. 

After our separation I was then taken to live on John Street near the 
Bayonne Bridge, where on Dec. 31, 1951 on the orders of Joe Kennedy, I was 
kidnapped ny John Tuitte (a policeman) and Jim Campbell (a fireman). 
these men along with John Crawford beat me with brass knuckles and 
whiskey bottles. They broke my arm with a baseball bat and buried me alive 
under the Bayonne Bridge. 

The following morning I was taken out of the grave and put on John 
Street where an ambulance found me and brought me to S.I. Hospital. I laid 
in a coma for five months. 

In the summer of 1952 the Porters moved to the South Beach Housing 
Projects. That summer I was taken to Joe Brown's farm in Calicoon NY and 
Black Massed by Devil Worshippers. 

There was a human sacrifice performed in front of me, they murdered a 
five year old boy and made me drink his blood. Joe Kennedy, Rose Kennedy & 
brothers John F. Kennedy, Robert F. Kennedy and the rest of the Kennedy 
family were in the barn that night. 

After the sacrifice I was sodomized by Joe Kennedy and Robert F. 
Kennedy and urinated on by both of them. The revilement continued for nine 
hours. I was bestialized and bull whipped by a Mormon who performed the 
human sacrifice. The Thomas Sullivan's father picked me up off the floor and 
punched me senseless with his fists and broke my jaw. 

About eight o'clock that morning I was thrown into a potato sack and 
put in the trunk of the Porter's car. They drove five hours back to S.I. in 
ninety degree heat. After the Black Mass I laid in a coma for three months 
with a broken jaw and a concussion and welts all over my body. 

In 1929 Joe Kennedy and his organization caused the stock market to 
crash, creating the great depression that precipitated Adolf Hitler's rise to 
power. Sometime in the 1930's there developed a rift between the Kennedy's 
and this cult. Joe Kennedy was told by the Mormon Elders to be alert for twin 
boys being born among his people. He then devised the events of my birth and 
my life. 

In September of 1952, I woke from a three month coma with no 
recollection of my first six years of life. I was placed in the second 
grade at St. Sylvester's School on Staten Island. John Crawford and 
Thomas Sullivan, acting on the instructions of Joe Kennedy, have 
followed and filmed my entire life, sending all the films to the Mormons 
in Provo, Utah. 

For the past forty years the Kennedy family has controlled and 
choreographed my entire life. They have controlled my Elementary and 
High School education and my enlistment in the U.S, Navy. In 1968 they 
married me to one of their devil worshippers. They controlled every job | 
have ever had. 

I am currently 47 years old and living on disability benefits because 
Robert Kennedy bribed my employer to destroy my pension papers. During 
the 40 years since my black mass, I have been hit by a car three times, been 
set up in four major car crashes, been in twenty street fights. I have had 
both ankles fractured, had three discs in my spine ruptured, my right hand 
is fifty percent disabled. My nose was broken, | have five cracked teeth, my 


Lorraine Brown married Ed Porter (a policeman) and they took the twins 


HOW BIG 
1S SATAN’S 
SYSTEM 
TODAY, 
ED? 


A/C joint was removed from my right shoulder. My right ear 
drum is perforated and my eyesight is permanently damaged. 
In 1982 Caroline Kennedy and Robert Kennedy Jr. payed an 
Osteopath to shrink my bone structure and I lost sixty pounds. 

On May 5, 1988 at 1370 Broadway in N.Y.C., the Kennedys 
electrocuted me at work and filmed it. I have not worked 
since. After the electrocution I spent four years living in the 
homeless shelters of N.Y.C. In 1978 my step sister Geraldine 
Mary Porter was going to tell me what the Kennedys were 
going to do with my life. It was reported to Bobby Kennedy 
and he murdered her with Potassium Cyanide. He, Caroline 
Kennedy and her son are on film at the funeral home reviling 
her by spitting on her coffin. 

He also sodium pentatholed both my sons at the age of 
five and had them sexually raped and molested by devil 
worshippers. They filmed this also. In 1982 Caroline Kennedy 
neutered me using Depo-provera, a medication used by vets to 
neuter cats and dogs. 

After the electrocution in 1988, the FBI went to the 
Mormon office in Provo Utah and uncovered the sacrificial 
chamber and all the evidence needed to substantiate every 
claim I am making. Having done this they went into Ethel 
Kennedy's home in Virginia and took possession of all the 
films Crawford and Sullivan have been making all these 
years, 

In May of 1989 I distributed an abbreviated version of this 
to the police, but as of yet they have not made any arrests or 
made public to the American people what has happened. In 
doing this | am hoping to force the authorities to hold the 
Kennedys responsible for their action against me and my 
family. If every person that reads this would make as many 
copies as possible it might get the media involved. In doing this 
I hope to enlist the support of the American people in my 
efforts to see the Kennedys pay for what they have done. Please 
make as many copies of this as you can and distribute it to your 
friends, relatives and coworkers 
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Si THAT TRAGIC DALLAS DAY 
IN NOVEMBER 1963, MANY 
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Ce a i an 
BY PuBLicLy FoRSAKING 
TRADITIONAL MENS’ HEADWEAR, 
THE TREND-SETTING YouNG 
PRESIDENT CAVALIERLY 
INCURRED THE WRATH OF 
THE PoweRFuL HAT INDUSTRY, 


Jus’ So HAPPENS IF 
SOMEBODY FIRES THIS 
LI‘LE BITTY OL’ GuN 
HERE AT ouR BELOVED 


AS AMERICAN MEN 
ADOPTED KENNEDY'S EVIL SCHEME To REVERSE FASHION 
CHAPEAU-LESS STYLE..-HISToRY FAILED MISERABLY, 
THE HAT LoBBYS BReTAL LEAVING BEHIND ONLY A 
SoluTioN To THE CRISIS: F BEWILDERED NATION oF 


ASSASSINATION! [ wenrenenncyen 
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STEREOLAB: TRANSIENT RANDOM-NOISE BURSTS... (ELEKTRA) A,B,C,D,E,F,G 
YO LA TENGO: PAINFUL (MATADOR) A,B,C,D,E,F,G 
TOM WAITS: THE BLACK RIDER (ISLAND) A,B,C,E,F,G,W 
THE RAMONES: ACID EATERS (RADIOACTIVE) A,B,C,D,E,F,G 
ORNETTE COLEMAN: BEAUTY I5 A RARE THING (ATLANTIC) A,C,E,F,G 
K. D. LANG: EVEN COWGIRLS GET THE BLUES SOUNDTRACK (SIRE) A,C,E,F,G 
SUN RA: SPACE 1S THE PLACE SOUNDTRACK (EVIDENCE) A,C,E,F,G 
VARIOUS: OKEH RHYTHM & BLUES STORY (COLUMBIA) D,E,G,L,W 
NEGATIVLAND: CROSLEY BENDIX RADIO REVIEWS (SEELAND) A,B,C,F,G,R 
JAD (FAIR) & NAO (ISHIMARU): HALF ROBOT (SAKURA WRECHORDS) A,B,C,F,R 
BARRY ADAMSON: THE NEGRO INSIDE ME (MUTE) B,C,E,G 
DJUR DJURA: VOICE OF SILENCE (LUAKA BOP) C,G 
SUN CITY GIRLS: TORCH OF THE MYSTICS (TUPELO) A,B,C,F,O 
A TRIBE CALLED QUEST: MIDNIGHT MARAUDERS (JIVE) A,C,E,F,G 
MOTHER HEAD BUG: ZAMBODIA (POW WOW) A,B,C,G 
VARIOUS: COMPLETE STAX/VOLT SINGLES BOX VOL. 2 (FANTASY) D,E,G,L,W 
LOWELL GEORGE & THE FACTORY: LIGHTNING-ROD MAN (BIZARRE/STRAIGHT) C,D,E,G 
CHARLES MINGUS: THIRTEEN PICTURES (ATLANTIC) A,C,E,F,G 
THE A-BONES: MUSIC MINUS FIVE (NORTON) A,D,| 
IN YO' FACE: THE HISTORY OF FUNK (RHINO) A,B,C,D,E,F,G 
DAVID GREENBERGER & TERRY ADAMS: DUPLEX PLANET HOUR (ESD) A,B,C,E,G,R 
FREDDIE FENDER: CANCIONES DE MI BARRIO (ARHOOLIE) E,G,L 
THE SPINANES: MANOS (SUBPOP) A,B,C,D,F,G 
HASSAN HAKMOUN & ZAHAR: TRANCE (REAL WORLD) C,E,G 
TONY BURRELLO: SOUND OF WORMS (7° SINGLE) (SOL) A,W 
WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS: SPARE ASS ANNIE AND OTHER TALES (RED LABEL) A,B,C,E,F,G 
THE KINGSMEN: VOL. 3 (SUNDAZED) D,G,L,5 
TRIO PANDELESCU: TRIO PANDELESCU (SILEX) GM 
THE CARTER FAMILY: MY CLINCH MOUNTAIN HOME (ROUNDER) G,L 
CATHERINE JAUNIAUX/IKUE MORI: VIBRASLAPS (REC REQ) C,J,O 
BLACK UHURU: LIBERATION (MANGO) A,C,E,G 
RITMO ORIENTAL: HISTORIA DE LA RITMO (QBADISC) E,G,H,L 
JAC BERROCAL: FATAL ENCOUNTERS (MEGAPHONE) C,J,O 
THE FRIGGS: BAD WORD FOR A GOOD THING (7” SINGLE) (TELSTAR) A,D 
BERNIE WORRELL: THE OTHER SIDE (CMP) C,E,G 
THE PARASITES: PUNCH LINES (SHREDDER) A,B,Q 
HEAVENLY MUSIC CORPORATION: IN A GARDEN OF EDEN (SILENT) C,G,N 
ASTOR PIAZZOLA: TANGO: ZERO HOUR (AMERICAN CLAVE) C,E,F,G,L 
STEVE FISK: OVER AND THRU THE NIGHT (K) A,B,C,K 
VACANT LOT: WRONG (SHAKE) A,B,D 


A Pier Platters, 56 Newark St., near PATH station, Hoboken B Kim’s Underground, 144 Bleecker St., near LaGuardia, Manhattan 
¢ Downtown Music Gallery, 211 East Sth St., near Bowery, Manhattan D Midnight Records, 255 W. 23rd St., near 7th ave., Manhattan; 
Venus Records, 13 St. Marks Place, near Bowery E Crazy Rhythms, 561 Bloomfield Ave., Montclair, NJ F Ear Wax, 204 Bedford Ave., near 

; L-Train Bedford stop, Brooklyn G Tower Records, 692 Broadway at 4th St., Manhattan; J & R Music, 23 Park Row near City Hall, 
x Manhattan H Record Mart at Times Square subway station, near uptown R-train mezzanine | Norton Mail Order, Box 646, Cooper Station, 


N.Y., NY 10003 J Wayside Mail Order, Box 8427, Silver Spring, MD 20907-8427 K K Mail Order, Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507 
L Roots & Rhythm Mail Order, 6921 Stockton Ave., El Cerrito, CA 94530, Round-Up Mail Order, One Camp St., Cambridge, MA 02140 
— M Harmonia Mundi International Music Mail Order, 2037 Granville Ave, Los Angeles, CA 90025-6103 N Silent Mail Order, 101 Townsend 


a 
1 St, Suite 206, San Francisco, CA 94107 O Forced Exposure Mail Order, Box 9102, Waltham, MA 02254 P QBAdisc Mail Order, Box 1256, 
> Old Chelsea Station, N.Y., NY 10011 Q@ Blacklist Mail Order, 475 Valencia St., San Francisco, CA 94103-3416 


mam 
Ore R Tec-Tones Mail Order, Box 1477, Hoboken, NJ 07030 $ Sundazed Mail Order, 228 Mansion St., Box 85, Coxsackie, NY 12051 
W WFMU Benefit Catalog, Box 1191, Montclair, NJ 07042. All of the above mail order addresses have interesting catalogs available for free. 
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We will miss Terry Folger, who died of 
complications from AIDS just as this issue of LCD was 
going to press. TKF had been a WFMU DJ for 14 years. He had 
been the station's Music Director, and had been a regular contrib- 
utor to LCD and WFMU's various original music compilations. 


RECORDS 
212-979-6294 He was funny and talented, complicated and uncompromising, 

and sometimes difficult. He had the ability to direct all the facets 

of his personality into his show, whether it was through his intu- 


itive and unrestrained approach to music, his late-night rantings, 


Specializing in 


: ; or his on-air performances with various musical combos. TKF 
py prienred vinyl was the very first person I met at WFMU, and the honesty and 

| ’ friendliness he greeted me with did a lot to lure me in. In his last 
year, he told me of his concern that WFMU's steady growth 
would eventually compromise the station's ideals and lead to 


We Buy/Sell CDs corruption. Making sure that this doesn't happen is only one 


Collectible LPs & 45s & Music Books 


122 E. 7th St. Bet. Ist & A 


way that I hope we can honor his memory. In the next issue of 
LCD, we will have further remembrances of him. 


-Ken Freedman 


WFMU 
RECEPTION 
UPDATE 


It Swings... 
It Soothes... 
Groove to the 
ROUND LOUNGE SOUND of the 


CITY LIGHTS 


USED GUITAR PARTS 
1000'S IN STOCK 
BUY-SELL-TRADE 


RELIGIOUS ITEMS, REPTILE 
PRODUCTS, RARE AND UNUSUAL 
PUBLICATIONS AND PERIODICALS, 
FINE WATCHES, CADILLAC 
LITERATURE, 18TH & 19TH 
CENTURY BIBLES, HUMAN BONES 
AND TEETH, ANTIQUE JEWELRY, 
RARE DOCUMENTS, MAPS, CHARTS, 
OR ARCANA RELATED TO 
MISSISSIPPI OR THE AMERICAN 
DEEP SOUTH, AUTOGRAPHS, 
MUSICAL MERCHANDISE, OLD 
PHOTOGRAPHS, FUNERAL ITEMS, 
ZOOLOGICAL ODDITIES OR 
TAXIDERMY, GUITARS OR GUITAR 
PARTS IN ANY CONDITION. 


The WFMU Audio Line has been 
cut off again, this time for good. 

We want to resurrect this service, 
but we don't have the money or 

elbow grease to do so yet. 


as they play the music of 
such favorites as 


Fly Ashtray, 
Rats of Unusual Size, 
Paul Rubin and more!! 

IT’S THE 

ULTIMATE 

LISTENING 


EXPERIENCE! 


If anybody wants to donate large 
computers to us for this purpose, 

please call us at (201) 678-8264 
and let us know. We need big old 
computers of any type, as long as 
they have more memory than you 


could shake a stick at. In the mean- 
CALL TO SELL US ANY ITEMS LISTED ABOVE 


® \0 song cassette in special 
/ Googlevision package only 
- $3.50 post-paid! ORDER TODAY! 
{ 


: Dog-Eared Music 
© 304 Hillside Ave #03, Nutley, NJ 07110 


908-457-9673 


SEND $1 FOR INTERESTING 


ADULT CATALOG 
O88SS 


time, keep fiddling with those 
antennas, hit the mono button, turn 
down the treble and stay away 
from digital tuners. Old tube tuners 
work best. 
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to: WFMU, Upsala College, East Orange, NJ 07019 
(201)678-8264 
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Neotraditional Music Continued from page 35 


JAVA: NO MORE DIRTY DANCING 

Jaipongnan is one of the few 
Indonesian popular genres that doesn't use 

Western instruments, and unlike the other 
genres discussed in this article the music 
has no obvious Western elements. 

Despite its apparently untainted musi- 
cal character, jaipongnan is a neotraditional 
style because of these distinctly modern fac- 
tors: It was conceived as a popular genre 
intended to be distributed through record- 
ings (its inventor set up his own record com- 
pany for that purpose) and radio and per- 
formed by professionals in club and concert 
settings; it cultivated a “star system”; and 
musically it involved a modern re-orientation 
of a regional traditio&al style to appeal to a 
national audience. As Colin Bass writes in 
the notes to the Globestyle recording 
Jaipongnan Java, jaipongnan’s creator, 
choreographer Gugum Gumbira 
Tirasondjaja, said he wanted to “grow up the 
traditional with a new energy.” Gumbira 
also was quite enamored with the rock and 
roll, and Philip Sweeney suggests in The 
Virgin Directory of World Music that a little bit 
of “the twist” may have crept into the dance 
Gumbira developed to accompany the music. 

Jaipongnan’s birth in the early 1960s 
came about as a conscious effort by Gumbira 
to create a popular style that would please 
Indonesian President Sukarno. Sukarno had 
just banned rock and roll (a ban that has 
long since been rescinded) as part of an effort 
to focus cultural activity on indigenous, non- 
Wester forms. After doing field research in 
towns and villages of Sunda (West Java), 
Gumbira chose a Sundanese village genre 
known as ketuk tilu to be the basis of his new 
music. In order to give the music a more 
sophisticated character and nationwide 
appeal, he substituted elements of the 
respected Indonesian art music, gamelan, for 
regional elements: He incorporated song 
structures used in gamelan and replaced tra- 
ditional instruments with instruments from 
the gamelan. 

The only catch is that ketuk tilu was 
historically associated with prostitution and 
suggestive dancing. Gumbira tried to 
improve the image by cleaning up the dance 
and employing dignified dancers. He also 
promoted respectable singers trained in the 
Sundanese classical tradition, such as his 
wife Euis Komariah (featured on the 
Globestyle recording). But the music never- 
theless fell out of favor with the image-con- 
scious Indonesian government for a while as 
the hoi-polloi began to re-introduce some of 
the more erotic ketuk tilu moves to their ver- 
sions of jaipongnan dancing. Jaipongnan 
survived the onslaught. Indonesia after all is 
a country whose popular youth music - the 
wild and wooly Indonesian/ Indian/ Arabic/ 
Islamic rock and roll melange called dangdut 
~ has thrived despite years government and 
academic disapproval and suppression. 


For information about further reading 
and obtaining recordings of the music men- 
tioned in this article, write: Rob Weisberg c/o 
WFMU, Upsala College, E. Orange NJ 07019. 


WEFEAMAU VOLUNTEERS 


THE FOLLOWING FOLKS HAVE 
DONATED THEIR MOST VALU- 
ABLE ASSET TO WFMU— THEIR 
TIME. WE WOULD BE LOST 

WITHOUT THEM. SORRY ABOUT 
ANY OMISSIONS AND MISSPELLINGS. 


ALYSSA BAGGOT ANDREW LISTFIELD 


CRAIG BARON PAT LOZITU 


PETER BECAN BILL LUTZ 


TOM BERGIN BELINDA MILLER 


CARRIE BISHOP MARK MILLER 


SCOTT BUCKNER = MONICA MINOUI 


NEAL CAVALLO AARON MITTMAN 


KEN CORSON MARK MORAN 


CATHERINE DELTUFO HOVA NAJARIAN 


MICHAEL DEVIVO GUS NEIDINGER 


STACEY DIAMOND PEPE PEPITONE 


JIM DIER RAIME PRESS 
KAREN ENTWHISTLE = GARRET RAMIREZ 
ANDREW FALK 


ERIC FUSCO 


RICH GAINES PHIL RIVLIN 


MARK GAMSU AMY ROSEN 


KELLY GRANBERG JIM RYAN 


PETER HALSKI SHANE SCHLEGER 


TOM HARRINGTON RICK SIEGEL 


GLEN HAUSER JAMES SIENA 


JULES HERBERT LILA STEELE 


DAN HUSTED JOHN STEWART 


PHIL LEVY BUDDY STRASSMAN 


ILMAR KLAUSSEN — HILDA STRASSMAN 


JOHN KLOBY GREG SURRAT 


JOE KOCY JEREMY TEPPER 


BRIAN KOCY JACK WEISE 


WAYNE LEWIS FRANK YOST 


ROBERTA LIEBERMAN =CHARLIE YOUNG 


WHAT HERE WE GO WITH OUR FIRST (AND LAST) 


Pim L.C.D. FOLD-IN 


JERSEY’S People in different areas of the country have 


different natural disasters to worry about: 
WwO RST floods, earthquakes, hurricanes, tornadoes, etc. 
2 To find out what’s disturbing Garden Staters, 
FEAR e fold in the page as shown. 
FOLD SO "A" MEETS "B" A> 4B 


DESPITE ANY AND ALL POSSIBLE PRECAUTIONS, BAD 
THINGS HAPPEN EVERYWHERE, EVERY DAY. 
es AFTERWARDS, WE ALL MUST REBUILD AND REPAIR 
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